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CHAPTER 1 - MUNICH, GERMANY

 


On this final day, only the fittest, the
strongest, and the best remained.

A female voice with a strong German accent
echoed from the speakers throughout Olympic Hall. “Ladies and
gentlemen, men’s quarterfinals—second match: red tag—John
Stiles—England; white tag—Ishiro Akimoto—Japan.” A sharp smell of
sweat emanated from the tatamis that covered the parquet flooring
of the game court in the middle of the hall. A mixed crowd of
competitors and martial art fans sitting on the rostrums
surrounding the fighting area had witnessed more than one hundred
bouts over the past few days. Karate masters from around the globe
had bled and sweated in front of their eyes through defeats and
victories, pain and ecstasy.

When the names of two great fighters were
called, energetic stirs and excited shouts came from several front
rows packed with white tracksuits embroidered with English Lion
emblems. Members of the English karate squad, for whom the
competition was over, occupied the area just behind the judging
panel. A few supporters with Newcastle and Manchester United
football shirts joined the cheering and waved the Union Jack.

“Come on, John!”

England’s teammates were cheering on the man
who entered the fighting arena. A spectrum of sunlight breaking
into Olympic Hall through the Plexiglas roof revealed the anxiety
on John’s face. He had ended the warm-up as they announced his name
and slowly walked in a white gi towards tatami number two, his
jagged black belt firmly tied around his waist. The tension in his
shoulders revealed that even the boosting from his supporters did
not help much. A pleasantly light draught in the hall cooled the
sweat on his neck and forehead. Steve, who walked right beside
John, gave him an encouraging tap on the shoulder. He had coached
John for the past eight years; this was his moment too. The coach
felt the importance of this match as much as his apprentice did.
Steve spoke over the shouting from the rostrums.

“You can do this, John! Just be careful
and stick to the tactics.”

John barely registered the enthusiastic
cheering from the crowd and his coach’s advice. He was too busy
waging the battle within. His opponent was considered an
unconquerable fortress, and winning this world championship was
John’s ultimate goal.

Just relax! You can do this.

On the other side of the tatamis, the
competitors parted to make way for the Japanese fighter. Ishiro
Akimoto, karate’s living legend, hadn’t lost a match in ten years.
At the age of thirty-two, he was number one and still the best—most
definitely the fittest and fastest. Throughout the sporting arena,
the crowd went wild as they cheered the champion. Ishiro’s
steel-cold eyes reflected his unwavering confidence. He had
remained undefeated because of his everlasting hunger for more
victories, an exceptional confidence, a unique way of training, and
a respect for every opponent. He did not just practice karate—it
was his way of life. If he did not sleep or eat, he practiced.
There was no room for social life, friends, or women; karate was
the love of his life.

At the sight of Ishiro, the butterflies in
John’s stomach accelerated their restless dance. John’s
concentration was falling apart at the thought of facing the most
dangerous man alive.

Get focused. Forget about Ishiro. Concentrate
on the tactics. Take a deep breath … The biggest obstacle of my
life’s dream is right in front of me … Stop thinking about it!

All the psychological training John had
received suddenly seemed useless. It felt as if somebody had just
snatched away all his hard years of practice. His mind was
inexplicably paralyzed by fear. He knew it was every fighter’s
worst enemy; through the years, he had learned how to tame his
fears and use them to his advantage, but none of those tactics were
working now. However, with so much at stake in this single fight,
John was determined not to give up that easily.

I will not fight the
fear. I will freely let it in to overwhelm my body and mind and
then let it pass through me and leave. Then I will feel fear no
more.

The butterflies slowly settled down, and John
could no longer hear the shouting or see the supporters and their
waving flags. With tunnel-like vision, he focused on Ishiro’s
silhouette approaching from the other side of the tatamis, and the
only thing he could hear was the gnashing of his own teeth. At long
last, he started to win the battle within. Visualising victory
helped him further boost his energy levels and gain back his
confidence.

Ishiro is defeated on
the floor. I am victorious and screaming in joy.

John took three deep breaths, slapped himself
in the face a few times to break off the rest of the stage fright,
and walked onto tatami number two. He would do whatever it took to
win this world championship. As his bare feet stepped closer to the
middle of the tatami, the fighters’ eyes met for the first
time.

His opponent looked as calm as a lake on a
winter night. It was impossible to see through the icy expression
on his face. Nothing could distract the champion’s concentration;
he was ready. A butterfly or two started to tickle John’s stomach
again.

I hate this!

The Brazilian referee stepped inside. He
looked at both fighters, raised his arms, and gave them a go ahead
in Japanese.

“Hajime!”

The word echoed in John’s ears.

Both fighters bowed first to the referee and
then to each other —deliberately holding eye contact. Like two wild
cats, they started moving around, carefully looking for any sign
that would help them anticipate the other fighter’s next move. The
atmosphere in the arena heated up as the small but loud group of
English supporters tried to overwhelm the shouting and screaming of
the Japanese fans.

“Ishiro! Ishiro! Ishiro!…” was
countered by, “Here we go! Here we go! Here we go!…”

Instead of waiting for the counterattack,
John was the first to try out his opponent. With his fist squeezed
hard as stone, he launched the attack with a right-hand punch into
the chest of the Japanese fighter. John’s fist was a deadly weapon.
He could break three hardwood doors, placed one behind another,
with a single punch. Although it was going to be difficult to stop,
John expected Ishiro to block the punch; he used it only as a decoy
for his right round-kick piercing through the air towards Ishiro’s
hip.

Ishiro was ready. With the same calm
expression on his face and his body in total relaxation, he
effortlessly countered both moves without a blink. He blocked the
punch with a sharp, sideways swing of his left wrist into John’s
forearm and—at the same time—launched a lightning kick with his
right heel into John’s oncoming right thigh, just a split second
before the Englishman’s foot reached his hip.

English supporters still cheered, but now
only “Ishiro! Ishiro!…” could be heard. The crowd in Olympic Hall
enjoyed champion’s effortless float. It was so beautiful to watch
as he moved like wind. After the kick and before his right foot
landed on the mattress, Ishiro had already spun his body around and
targeted John’s ribs with his left heel. John was sent out of
balance but managed to block the second kick with his left elbow.
He struggled to stay on his feet for a split second that seemed as
long as eternity.

John’s thigh was hurting badly; with the
muscle almost paralysed it gave in, and he fell sideways to the
right, landing softly on his right arm. With a painful grimace, he
rolled away from Ishiro, sprang to his hands and feet, and with a
superhuman effort managed to ignore the pain— only to receive a
direct punch into the chest. The impact forced all the air out of
his lungs, and his sight was blackened for a moment. The next thing
he felt was an explosive kick to his temple.

A sharp, unbearable pain pierced John’s head
as his body slumped to the floor. An echo pulsed inside his
fractured skull: “Ishiro! Ishiro! Ishiro!” Suddenly, the pain
ceased and the echo disappeared.

This is strange …

John found himself lying on the mattress. He
could see the expression on the referee’s worried face, Ishiro
slowly walking back to his side of the tatami, and fans staring at
his motionless body—but something was not right. John could also
see his own closed eyes. He looked down at his body while floating
three meters above the floor.

How is this possible? What’s going on? I have
no pain …

The colours seemed brighter—more vivid, and
the people that John looked at seemed to glow. He saw the referee
frantically examining him and checking his pulse.

“There’s no pulse. He’s not breathing.
Get the doctor over here, now!”

John was confused. He felt as healthy as
ever.

Am I dead?

He felt the unexplainable rush of ecstasy and
at the same time he felt sorry for himself. John’s soul was as
happy as his mind was afraid.

Everybody in the arena seemed to be in shock,
and even Ishiro looked both worried and guilty. Please God, let
him live, please!

John smiled at the thought that Ishiro was
human after all. Then he was stunned to realise that the Japanese
fighter hadn’t actually spoken those words. Bloody hell! What’s
going on? I’m reading his mind?

Ishiro rushed over to John’s body,
turned him on his back, and
started pounding on his chest. Again John heard his thoughts. If he dies, I
will never fight again.

By sheer will, John moved closer to his
lifeless body. He couldn’t feel Ishiro massaging his heart, and
that concerned him. Ishiro pressed his lips against John’s and gave
him mouth to mouth. John could not taste Ishiro’s lips either.
Thank God! he thought, gratefully.

The doctor, a short, bald man in an oversized
white t-shirt flapping loose like a flag on his tiny body, shouted
and rushed through the crowd of competitors and officials who had
gathered around the tatami.

“Excuse me! Make some room,
please!”

Suddenly, John noticed a ball of white light
approaching from above. It grew bigger and bigger as it moved
closer and soon began to completely engulf him. John’s view of his
body below became hazy, and he could no longer see all the people
in the Olympic Hall. The bright white light was all around him.

What is it now?

Although he couldn’t understand what was
going on, he feared nothing. There was something about the light
that made him feel safe and secure.

After a while, the light started to shift
into moving images—visions from his childhood in Cornwall, the
Military Academy at Sandhurst, his first karate lessons, the UN
mission in Cyprus, and the war in Kuwait and Iraq. His life
uncoiled in front of his eyes.

Then the projection changed as quickly as it
had begun. As John’s life story came to a halt, he saw himself
walking down an endless flight of stone stairs through a lit-up
tunnel. The further he went down the stairs, the more he felt
overcome by happiness. And then a glowing, golden silhouette
appeared in John’s path blocking his descent. A familiar and
unmistakable sweet smell of vanilla surrounded him. He couldn’t see
the face clearly but was sure he knew who blocked his way.

“Grandma? Is that you?”

The smell opened the box of old memories.
John remembered playing as a kid in his grandma’s garden. She would
open the French double doors and come outside with a tray full of
his favourite vanilla biscuits. Undoubtedly, she felt his memories
and smiled at him.

“Yes, John. It’s me.”

John smiled
back. “Where are we?”

“My dear John, you are on your way
home. But you will have to go a little bit further back to get to
where you want, I’m afraid.”

“But I want to go home.”

“I know, my dear boy. You will come
home, but not just yet. It’s not your time. There are still things
you have to do on the other side.”

“But—”

“I’m sorry, dear. You have to go back
now. Please, John.”

It was difficult to turn away from the
feelings his grandmother, childhood and home evoked. Nearly in
tears, he turned around and slowly started climbing the stairs.

Soon after he made his decision to go back,
the tunnel started to transform into the white light that engulfed
him once again. Then it flickered and flashed once more before
disappearing, and John was suddenly hit by a severe headache. The
pain in his chest felt explosive, and his eyes burned.

My head is splitting in half. Oh God!

Humming and buzzing in his ears mixed with
shouting and heavy breathing echoing inside his head. Every echo
caused another wave of pain that made him increasingly
nauseous.

My lips … something’s pressing them. Bloody
hell! Hot air is being blown in my lungs. I’m going to be sick … or
explode.

John opened his eyes in panic and saw the
doctor’s face pressing on his lips.

The doctor detached himself from John. “He’s
alive! He’s alive!”

The crowd cheered, and worried faces quickly
transformed into happy ones. Ishiro, who stood nearby, jumped for
joy and then did a backward somersault.

John rolled to his side, coughed, and then
threw up all over the tatami and his gi; a few female spectators
moaned in disgust at the sight. The pressure on the Englishman’s
chest and the burning in his eyes disappeared.

The headache persisted, but he was happy to
be alive. A grin stretched across his face for a moment as he
turned and faced the doctor.

“Yes, I’m alive, and you had garlic,”
John managed to squeeze through his teeth.

 



CHAPTER 2 - LONDON, ENGLAND

 


The lilting sounds of Vivaldi’s Mandolin
Concerto broke the morning silence. The music drifted out from the
sunlit living room, skilfully avoiding the worn, creamy leather
sofa that contrasted so perfectly with the dark oak floor, through
the open door, and down the long saffron-painted corridor. Its
familiar rhythms glided over the antique yellow and green tiles,
past paintings and furnishings, and entered the doorway to a dimly
lit bedroom. The room was spacious, and its ornate vaulted ceiling
was poised directly above a king-sized Victorian four-poster bed
that sheltered a beautiful young woman. Her sleeping body had been
warming the silky green sheets for the past four hours, but as the
sounds of the mandolin touched the portal of her consciousness, she
began to stir and languidly stretch her limbs.

Just ten more minutes—please! Why did I
arrange to see her so early? I can’t feel my head. I will never
drink again …

With her eyes still closed, Aleksandra slowly
sat up and pushed the duvet away from her body. She shifted onto
her knees and elbows and remained in that position for a few
seconds, gathering strength for a last push into the new day.
Straightening up, still clinging to sleep with eyes closed, and
oblivious to her naked body, Aleksandra moved to a sitting position
on the edge of the bed, her well toned back as straight as that of
a ballet dancer.

This is the last time they make me drink
tequila …

She slowly stood up and walked towards the
windows. As she parted the heavy curtains, daylight flooded the
room. It suddenly became brighter, and her mood did too. Raising
the window sash, a fresh wintry breeze cooled her naked torso as
she stood looking down at the street, unconcerned that passersby
might look up the few floors and witness her awakening. She walked
into her en suite bathroom with its cool green marble floor,
thinking how she adored the colour green. The muscles in her
shapely long legs flexed as she stretched; her nipples stiffened
and her tanned skin showed goose pimples. Aleksandra stepped into
the shower and stood under alternating streams of hot and cold
water for twenty minutes before emerging, her body glistening and
her long satiny mane of black hair cascading down her back,
trickling droplets between the cheeks of her buttocks.

It’s already half past ten. I’ll be
late, she thought as her eyes idly wandered through her walk-in
wardrobe and she hurriedly tried to decide what to wear.

Her clothing was an exquisite collection
representing the finest designers, but Aleksandra was simply going
to have a morning coffee with a friend so she quickly dressed in
her favourite jeans, Custo shirt and Manolo Blahnik shoes. There
was no time for make-up, but even without it, she would attract her
usual quota of lustful stares from both men and women.

The sun was invariably a bit shy in London
and rarely peeped from behind the clouds, but that particular
morning it had decided to reveal itself, and so Aleksandra’s
beautiful face wore a happy smile. Beach Blanket Babylon was not
that far from the flat where she lived—a five to seven minute walk,
depending on whether or not she stopped for a bagel on the way. She
quickly made her way through Notting Hill’s Saturday market crowds,
passing by cafés, music stores, old furniture shops, pubs, and
fruit stands. The smells of bananas, fish, freshly baked pastry,
spilt beer, coffee, strawberries, and urine interchanged
constantly. She glided through the throngs of people, avoiding
scattered rubbish, bumping into drunks and queues waiting in front
of stands serving Chinese and Portuguese cuisine. Aleksandra felt
her stomach growl, but there was no time for a quick munch. She was
late, something she hated. A series of long, quick strides finally
took her to the corner to Ledbury Road and away from the
crowds.

Eleven o’clock. I’m fifteen minutes late
but almost there!

She glanced at her reflection in the window
of a passing antique shop and quickly scanned her appearance.
Everything matched perfectly. The heels gave her extra height,
although she didn’t really need it. The tight jeans decorated with
crystals made her legs look even longer than they already were.

Looking past her reflection, her eyes fell on
a sword lying on a red silk scarf in the centre of the shop window.
At that moment, a strange uncomfortable feeling crept through her.
She felt pressure in the back of her eyes, paled instantly, and her
smile disappeared. Fear entered her bones, and a cold wave numbed
her body. An unbearably sharp pain shot through her head as she
screamed—and then collapsed on the pavement. The old gentleman
working in the shop saw her fall down and ran out to help. He
jumped around her body in panic, having no idea what to do.

“Young lady, are you all right? My
dear, wake up!”

The words sounded as far away to her as if in
a dream, but inexplicable fear and the extreme headache reminded
her that she was not dreaming.

I have to get away from here!

The urge to escape was the only thing she
could think of. She didn’t know why and how, but she could feel a
strong charge of negative energy coming from the shop and knew the
sword had something to do with this fear and pain. The old man
finally managed to help her up.

“Please come inside. I’ll bring you a
glass of water.”

“Oh, no, no!”

She turned around and ran as fast as her feet
let her. As the distance between her and the shop increased,
Aleksandra started to feel better. She was able to slow down and
eventually stopped running. Confused and unable to shake the odd
feeling, she shook her head.

What am I running away
from?

Drops of cold sweat glided down her back. Her
feet were cold, and she realised that she was bare footed. Luckily,
the old gentleman from the shop was puffing behind with one of her
Manolo shoes in each hand. His face was red and sweating.

“Thank God you stopped running. I was
about to have a heart attack.”

She was embarrassed but relieved. There was
no way she would go back to that shop, even if she had to walk
shoeless all the way to the end of the world.

“Thank you very much, sir. Sorry for
the trouble. I don’t really know what happened to me
there.”

“Are you really okay, my dear? Are you
sure you can handle this on your own?”

“I think I’m fine now. At least, I hope
so.” She blushed as she slipped back into the pink high heels.
“Don’t worry about me … and thank you ever so much.”

The old man, still breathing heavily, looked
worried. “Maybe you should see your doctor—just in case.”

She nodded affirmatively and managed to give
him a polite smile. The old man walked away puzzled, but that was
nothing compared to the uncertainty Aleksandra felt.

My God, I have to eat something. No more
alcohol for me, and he’s right—I better see my GP today.

She decided to keep the coffee date, and as
she walked into Beach Blanket Babylon she felt better. The pain and
fear were gone, and in the familiar surroundings she was welcomed
by the warm—though Botox infused—smile of her friend who was
already seated at a table.

“You’re late. Don’t tell me you were
sleeping.” She’d met Veronica in Bali four years before when they
were shooting a calendar for Sports Illustrated.

Aleksandra took a seat across the table from
her friend. “I’m sorry, Vera. Yes, I overslept, but you won’t
believe what just happened to me.”

The waiter came over, and she ordered tomato
juice with pepper, Worcester sauce, and a slice of lemon, no
ice.

Veronica stared in disbelief as Aleksandra
told her the story.

“Aleksandra, this is really strange.
Can I ask you something?”

“Sure. Go on.”

“Did you ever have some sort of
accident before?”

“Well, if falling from a bicycle or
from a tree when I was a kid qualifies, then yes, but nothing
serious. Why do you ask?”

“Darling, what just happened to you
might be connected to possible trauma you experienced some time
ago. I read a few psychology books, and some of the stories are
very similar to what you just told me.”

Though the disapproving look on Aleksandra’s
face said it all, she countered, “My story is also very similar to
what I once read in a science-fiction magazine.”

“I’m serious!”

“Vera, don’t get carried away. It’s
much simpler than that. I drank too much last night and didn’t eat
anything this morning. I think I’ve been too hard on myself
recently.” Aleksandra turned and caught the attention of the
passing waiter. “Could you bring me a Caesar salad, please? Do you
want something, Vera?”

“Yes. Another mocha, please,” Veronica
said to the waiter. Then turning her attention back to the
conversation, she continued, “Listen! There’s a way we can check
this. Have you met Paul, the psychologist?”

Aleksandra shook her head.

“Anyway, he’s a friend of mine, and he
knows how to hypnotize people. There’s something called regressive
hypnosis.”

“Vera, give me a break!”

“Just let me explain, for god’s
sake!”

Aleksandra laughed and waved her hand
dismissively. “Okay, go on.”

Ignoring Aleksandra’s laughter, Veronica took
a deep breath and continued, “Regressive hypnosis is used in
therapies with patients who’ve suffered traumas caused by childhood
abuse or any sort of accident.”

“I wasn’t abused in childhood,”
Aleksandra assured her.

“Darling, of course you weren’t. I
wasn’t saying that, although sometimes I want to beat you up when
you interrupt me.” Veronica took a sip of hot mocha, and a bit of
froth stayed on her upper lip. Aleksandra smiled but did not tell
her friend about her white moustache. Veronica continued, “There
might be something in your past, a trauma you don’t remember. If
you uncover it, bring it to the surface, remember it …”

“And if I do, what then?”

“If you remember it, whatever the
trauma was, you can begin healing.”

Aleksandra wasn’t really interested in the
theory but wanted to tease Veronica. “Umm, why wouldn’t someone
remember a trauma they experienced?”

Veronica was happy to continue. If she wasn’t
earning so much money modeling, she would have found a good use for
her university degree in human resources. “It’s because they push
it deep inside their sub-consciousness as a kind of protective
mechanism.”

“So, you’re saying I’m nuts,”
Aleksandra said with a laugh.

“That we both already know. You don’t
need a therapist to tell you that!” Both girls laughed
now.

“Listen, Vera, I never had any traumas,
and I live a normal life. I had a great childhood, and nobody
molested me. I don’t have problems. I’m very happy and don’t need
any therapy.”

“Darling, just consider it.
Everything is recorded on a tape. While you’re under hypnosis, Paul
will lead you back in time until you get to the point of trauma—if
there is one, of course. You’ll describe everything you see and
feel, and it will be recorded so that you’ll be able to listen to
it later and make sense of it. You can do it just for the fun of
it. It’s very interesting.”

Aleksandra’s eyes gave Veronica a questioning
smile. “How do you know? Did he hypnotise you?”

“Yes.”

“A regressive hypnosis?

Veronica looked visibly excited now. “Yes. I
did it as an experiment—and it was amazing.” She paused, took a
deep breath, and then continued. “Do you believe in
reincarnation?”

“Well, I don’t know. It’s an
interesting concept, but I’ve never really thought about it
seriously.”

“Okay, listen to this. Paul talked
about things that can be achieved through hypnosis, and the one
that really got my attention was the possibility of regressing to
my previous life. We arranged the appointment at his office one
day, and I couldn’t believe the things we recorded.”

Aleksandra laughed. “Let me guess! You
recorded a porn movie.”

Now Veronica laughed too. “Now be serious,
you little, dirty-minded … He brought me back to my childhood and
then further backwards—that is, to my previous life. You’re not
going to believe this. I lived in Florence, Italy, had six
children—”

The burst of laughter interrupted Veronica.
“No way! I can’t imagine you with one kid, let alone six of
them!”

Veronica just ignored her. “And a lovely
husband, who worked as a wine and oil merchant. My name was
Elisabetta.”

“May I call you Lisa?”

“Don’t be such a bitch. It was so
amazing. I have a recording on tape where I’m describing the
streets and buildings of the city I’ve never been to, where my
house was, talking about my family and friends and many other
things.”

“Sounds interesting, but how can you be
so sure that it wasn’t just your subconscious imagination or Paul’s
suggestions?”

Veronica paused for a moment. “Hmm, you have
a point there, darling. I never thought of it that way.”

Aleksandra could not resist any longer. She
burst into laughter as she said, “By the way, that froth on your
upper lip goes very well with your bag.”

Veronica wiped her lip off with a napkin.
“God, you’re such a child.”

The waiter approached and placed a plate on
the table. “Your Caesar salad, miss.”

Aleksandra was already back on the subject.
“Hypnosis is a tricky thing. You can sometimes fool yourself with
it. But still, you got me interested in it. Do you still have that
tape?”

“Yes. Do you want to listen to
it?”

“I would love to, but first you should
listen to it again and write down all the details and check them
out. See if this ‘other you’—Lisa—and your lovely husband and six
kids really existed. Check the addresses and places. If it turns
out to be true, then I’ll consider this regressive hypnosis and
might start believing in reincarnation.”

 



CHAPTER 3 - CAIRO, EGYPT

 


“Finally, the day came when the world would
discover what lay behind the Second Door.” Professor Abi Nader
mumbled to himself as he walked towards one of the world’s great
wonders. He loved the view of the Great Pyramid at Giza bathing in
the morning sun; it made him feel humble time after time.

“How many thousands of years has the
sun grilled this stunning beauty—and it still stands, defying
time.”

“What did you say?” asked the short,
bald man in his early fifties who cantered one step behind him. His
skin was much tanned, almost burned, and he was casually yet
elegantly dressed in a beige linen suit and a light blue
shirt.

“The Second Door, I said.”

Khazen looked at him as if waiting for the
professor to continue.

“I’m talking about the polished
limestone slab known as the Second Door, which we are hopefully
going to see through to the other side.” The professor was a bit
irritated by his companion. Don’t tell me you don’t
know.

“Oh, I see. Tell me, professor, the two
slabs are blocking which shaft, the northern or the
southern?”

“They’re blocking the lower shaft
leading upward to the south from the Queen’s Chamber. The shaft has
been blocked at the fifty-ninth meter from the chamber by the First
Door.” The professor never did like these government rats. Why
have the politicians suddenly become so interested in the
pyramids? This is the first time they’ve ever sent
somebody from the ministry to supervise the job. It’s very strange.
There are inspectors on the terrain, and they know their job
well—but this guy has no clue, and he’s supposed to supervise
me!

“I know that there are four shafts in
the pyramid and that they’re one of a kind. No other pyramid has
them.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“I wonder, what was their purpose? What
were they built for?”

“Well, there are five theories, Khazen,
but that’s something we’ll talk about another time.”

“Tell me, professor,” Khazen said
excitedly, “how did we discover these limestone slabs—the Doors?”
They walked into the shadow of the pyramid, and suddenly it was
cooler. The professor was slightly less irritated now.

“A few years ago, some German
archaeologists had been exploring the four shafts. For this
purpose, the team relied heavily on a small robot with a camera
that could move through the shafts and gather
information.”

“Why a robot?”

The professor smiled at Khazen like an
elementary school teacher would at a young pupil. “The shafts are
very narrow—twenty by twenty centimetres. There are many obstacles
inside, and the shafts were blocked at a number of places. Can you
imagine what might have gotten stuck inside those shafts in the
past four and a half thousand years?”

“Oh, I didn’t know.” Khazen was
embarrassed and realised he should have read more about the whole
project before he came here this morning. He felt stupid but blamed
it on the huge workload back in his office. He tried to get as much
information as he could from the professor, but he could sense Abi
Nader’s irritation with his ignorance.

Off course you didn’t know. You know shit,
you little ignorant bureaucratic rat! Professor Abi Nader
wished he could say the words aloud but instead took a deep breath
and calmed himself as they entered the pyramid.

As embarrassed as Khazen was, he needed more
information. “I apologise for my ignorance, professor, but I really
appreciate your enlightenment. Please continue.”

The professor was somewhat softened by
Khazen’s blandish words. Even a little smile escaped his dry lips.
“After clearing upper shafts and installing the ventilation system
in them, the Germans moved to the Queen’s Chamber.”

They bent down while walking upstairs through
the narrow corridor with the low ceiling as they made their way
towards the Great Gallery. The air inside was stale and sticky.

“You see, Khazen, before this air
ventilation system was in place, it was very hot and humid in here.
Not only did it make archaeological work very difficult, but the
pyramid was deteriorating.”

Khazen sweated profusely. Not wanting to
irritate the professor again, he kept his thoughts to himself.
Very hot, then? I can barely stand the humidity and
heat now! The professor was on a roll now. “After brief
work on the northern shaft, the team decided to tackle the southern
shaft. The progress was not easy. There were a number of obstacles
in their way, and the robot had to be modified a number of times in
order to overcome them. Finally, after days of hard work, the team
made an astonishing discovery. The robot’s camera presented them
with the picture of the shaft that had been blocked by a smooth
stone slab, featuring two copper fittings—”

“What kind of fittings?”

“They looked like a door switch. But
that’s not all. Up until 1993, it was believed that copper had not
yet been discovered at the time the pyramid was built.”

“Amazing!” Khazen’s excitement was
growing.

“It seemed the slab served the function
of a door.”

“What do you think? Where does it
lead?”

“It leads to another door, the Second
Door!”

“That’s it?” he said, his voice
coloured with disappointment.

“A few inches further into the shaft is
the Second Door. The discovery came in September 2002, when Zahi
Hawass and his team sent the robot that drilled the small hole
through the First Door and pushed the small camera
inside.”

“I remember! I saw it on TV. They had
live coverage on the National Geographic channel!”

“Well, I didn’t watch it on TV. I was
here. Anyway, the Second Door is very similar to the First Door,
and many Egyptologists believe that something very important is
hidden behind it.”

“Any ideas?”

“Could be valuable artefacts, such as
papyrus, builders’ tools, or perhaps even a statue of Cheops.” Abi
Nader paused, then said, “But it’s impossible to say for certain
until we look behind it. It could be nothing.”

“There has to be something!”

“Well, Khazen, I hope that what lies
behind the Second Door will unlock the mystery of the Great
Pyramid, and hopefully that will be today.” Abi Nader smiled. By
his gaze, one could see that he daydreamed—but that didn’t last
long.

“This is fantastic! I can hardly wait
to see this! We’re making history today!” Khazen was obviously
overwhelmed.

WE are making history? You? The
professor barely managed to contain his temper. He walked briskly
away from Khazen and entered the Queen’s Chamber where he was
greeted by his assistant, Musa.

“Everything is set,
professor.”

“Good. Let’s start.”

 



CHAPTER 4 - MUNICH,
GERMANY

 


I’m so tired. Where’s my grandma? Where am
I?

John was still shaken from the injury, and
his head still pulsed in pain. Now that he was settled in the
hospital room, the doctor came in to see how he was doing.

The doctor offered him a hand. Good
morning, Mr. Stiles. I’m Dr. Henne. “Good morning, Mr. Stiles.
I’m Dr. Henne.”

“Good morning, doctor, good
morning.”

How do you feel? “How do you feel?”


“I have a terrible
headache.”

No wonder. You’re very lucky to be alive.
Your skull is fractured. “No wonder. You’re very lucky to be
alive. Your skull is fractured.” 

John reached with his hand and touched his
head. At that moment, he realised his head was wrapped in bandages.
“So, this is why I hear everything twice.”

Oh, you do? “Oh, you do?”

“It echoes in my head.”

Let me have a look. “Let me have a
look.” 

The doctor sat at his bedside. Again, the
doctor sat beside John.

What the fuck? Did he just sit down
twice? It was all so confusing. “The fracture really took its
toll on me.”

The doctor moved closer and pointed his
pocket light at John’s eye. Again, the motion repeated itself, as
if somebody had rewound a tape for a few seconds and then played it
again.

John was worried. This is too much for me.
I hope it doesn’t stay like this for long.

After the doctor finished the eye inspection,
he placed the light in the upper pocket of his white coat. You
have a concussion. It’s a possible side effect. “You have a
concussion. It’s a possible side effect.” 

“Doc, is it a possible side effect to
see things happening twice?”

What do you mean? “What do you mean?”


“It happened again. I heard you
once—and then I heard you again.”

What do you … “What do you mean by
seeing things happening twice, Mr. Stiles?” 

“I saw you sit on my bed twice in a
row, in exactly the same way.”

It’s worse than … “It’s worse than I
thought; the concussion must be a really bad one. I never heard of
such a case before,” 

“I’m confused, doctor.”

You need… “You need more rest. Try to
sleep. I’ll come and visit you later.” 

The doctor got up. The doctor got up
again.

“That’s a good idea. See you later,
doc.” John followed the doctor’s every movement. He saw him go out
of the room … twice, of course.

The dimmed lights and
exhaustion dulled the headache and humming in John’s ears. As he
fell deeper into sleep, the muscles on his face relaxed, and the
pain became less apparent. Suddenly, a loud metal noise banged in
John’s ears. He bolted upright in his bed. “Jesus, what are you
doing?”

The confused nurse smiled at him. I’m
bringing … “I’m bringing your lunch. Did you have a bad dream?”


John’s head burst with pain once again.
Before he could say anything else, the nurse tripped, and the metal
tray with his lunch fell onto the floor. The banging noise it made
was the same as the one that had woke him up.

“I can’t believe this! Do you want to
kill me?”

I am … “I am so sorry.” 

This echoing is really getting on my
nerves.

He watched as the nurse picked up the plates
and cutlery from the floor. Again, as if someone pressed “rewind,”
she picked the plates and cutlery up.

When is this going to stop?

The doctor rushed in. What’s going
on?

“She tripped.”

The doctor looked at John with a curious
expression on his face.

How do you feel?

“I was better before she made all this
noise.”

The doctor’s face changed from curious to
surprised. John answered his next question—again before it was
asked out loud.

How’s your head?

“It still hurts very much.”

The doctor nodded with a quizzical expression
as he approached the bed.

Let me examine you.

“Please, be my guest!”

Dr. Henne’s eyes goggled in disbelief, and he
stopped walking towards the patient. I didn’t say a word since I
came in, and he answered all my questions.

“What are you talking about? You just
said you want to examine me.”

The doctor turned to the nurse. Again, he
turned to the nurse.

Did I … “Did I say anything?” 

No, you … “No, you did not.” 

Now John was the one who was confused. “What?
Of course you did. You just had a conversation with me. What are
you talking about?"

The doctor stared at him, blinking rapidly.
No, I did not say a word.

“Yes, you did.”

This is phenomenal!

“What’s phenomenal, doc?”

You can read my mind!

“Listen, doc, my head’s falling off and
you’re taking the piss!”

Can’t you see?

“Can’t I see what?”

I’m not talking
to you, and you’re answering my unspoken questions.

The nurse
stopped cleaning and stared at John who seemed to be talking to
himself. Poor guy, they must have hit him
very hard.

“Oh, yes. You should have seen this
guy, Ishiro. He can hit very hard.”

She blushed instantly, quickly cleaned up the
rest of the mess she’d made, and ran out of the room … twice, of
course. The doctor’s eyes were
stuck at John and mouth semi-opened.

You just read
her mind too, didn’t you?

“No, she was talking to me.”

If I’m speaking to you,
my lips should be moving. Can you tell me if they are?

“Hah! You’re right! Your lips are
motionless. I don’t know how you do it, but I can hear you very
well.”

The doctor took Englishman’s pulse: 58. He
measured his blood pressure: 80 by 115. Then he peered into John’s
eyes once again with his pocket light. Everything seemed
normal.

Unbelievable!
He seems to be recovering very quickly, but this has never been
recorded in modern medicine. Who would have thought that this could
be a possible side effect of a concussion? I wouldn’t—not in my
wildest dreams. Mind reading, unbelievable!

“Listen, doctor, let’s leave this mind
reading thing for a moment. Can you tell me if my head is okay? It
really hurts.”

Your head seems
to be getting better much faster than expected. I’ll have to invite
the specialists to see this. This is revolutionary!

“What specialists, doc?”

Mr. Stiles, don’t you understand what’s going
on?

“Yes, I do. My head’s falling off and
you’re joking with me.”

Mr. Stiles, I know that this is too much for
you to comprehend with the headache you’re experiencing … It’s too
much for me too … But what you’re doing right now is something that
science considers to be impossible.

“Doc, do you have any pain killers? My
head—”

Everything will
be okay with your head in a few days. Don’t worry. You should
rest.

“I’m hungry. I hope that nurse comes
back and serves me some food—on a tray, not on the floor this
time.”

I’ll make sure
she does. Don’t go anywhere!

John smiled. “Where would I go, doc, and why?
I have a fractured skull, and I’m in a hospital in a foreign
country whose language I don’t speak. Where would I go?”

The doctor quickly left the room. Twice.

 



CHAPTER 5 - LONDON,
ENGLAND

 


“Hello, my dear! Everything is set,” Martin
said as Aleksandra walked in. “Oh, turn around! Let me see!” He ran
his fingertips and polished nails through Aleksandra’s long, shiny
ponytail and exclaimed, “Look at this lovely dark hair!” She
whipped back around and gave him a smile that would make any man
ecstatic—but Martin was not exactly that kind of man.

“Hello, Marta!” she said, kissing him
on both cheeks. “How’s Danny?”

“We broke up last week,” the sadness in
his voice said it all. “I caught him with that bitch,
Simon.”

“I’m so sorry, Marta,” Aleksandra
hugged hurt friend.

A tear formed at the edge of Martin’s eye.
“Not only he did sleep with that bitch, but he also gave him my
nightie.”

“Oh, Marta, that’s so sad. Give me a
call tomorrow and we’ll have dinner at my place. I’ll invite
Victoria and Veronica, and we’ll have girls’ night in. I’ll prepare
some delicious mussels in white wine sauce and penne al’ arabiatta,
the ones you like—not too hot.”

“Sounds great, my dear, but I’m not
sure if I can make it. You see this mess around me—work, work,
work.” He flapped his hands as if trying to simulate a cooling fan.
Martin was the choreographer for Alexander McQueen, and rehearsals
for London Fashion Week were well underway with only seven days of
preparations to go.

Aleksandra knew how to persuade him. “I have
some great Spanish red wine, Vega Sicilia.”

“Ohhh, you are so sweet. I’ll
call you tomorrow.”

“I’ll make Victoria prepare that
chocolate soufflé of hers.” She was nothing if not
persistent.

“Okay, I’m coming. But don’t make it
too early. I’m busy over my head.”

She laughed victoriously, and Martin seemed
to have cheered up a little bit.

He pointed at her and said, “Now move that
sexy butt into the changing room!”

Rehearsals had started, but all she could
think about was what had happened in the front of the antique shop
that morning. She was still confused and certain she hadn’t
experienced any childhood trauma—but even knowing this, she was
slightly afraid. She remembered an old black and white movie
about a woman who lived a double life: during the day she was a
dedicated mother, and during the night she was a prostitute working
the streets of New York. She was completely unaware of her split
personality, and neither personality could recall any memories of
the other.

Aleksandra was given a beautiful blue evening
dress to model, which suited her perfectly. As she set off for the
catwalk, she was blinded by a strong white light, as the stage
lights were fully on to get the models accustomed to what the
actual show would be like. She walked the catwalk so gracefully it
seemed as if her feet weren’t even touching the ground. She knew
she should have been concentrating on what she was doing but
couldn’t stop thinking about that movie. The girl with the split
personality lived like that until the day she got hypnotized; the
role-model mother of two realised that she was a 42nd
Street girl too.

At the end of the catwalk, Aleksandra paused,
stunning all technicians, stage workers, and event organizers with
her piercing look. Martin loved it so much that he couldn’t bear
not to jump and clap his manicured hands frantically, “Bravo, baby!
I love you!”

Then she turned around like an autumn leaf in
a whirlwind. The blue dress flew around her body before she made
her way back off the stage.

After the rehearsals, Aleksandra sat in her
underwear thinking about Veronica’s story of traumas and
reincarnation. She brushed it aside and tried to look for a logical
explanation for what had happened earlier that morning. She looked
through her bag, found her mobile, and dialled the number of her
GP.

 



CHAPTER 6 - CAIRO, EGYPT

 


“Professor, how long before we reach the
Second Door?”

Professor Nader was not in the mood to play
the role of Khazen’s tutor. He was frustrated as it was with the
problem they were having overcoming the step in the shaft that had
held the robot stuck inside for four hours.

“Very soon, hopefully.”

“When you mentioned the robot before, I
didn’t realise that it’s such sophisticated technology.”

“The new robot we have here is similar
to the one used by the previous team in 2002. Thanks to our
government, it has one extra feature that makes all the
difference.”

“And that is?”

“Besides having the light, drilling
equipment, and the camera attached to it, it’s also equipped with a
grinder and high-tech ultrasound device that can see through the
wall.”

“What?”

“It’s the latest military technology
that our government bought from the USA. They invented it after
September 11th in case they need to look for survivors
in ruins in the future. Its ultrasound frequency can penetrate
through 105-centimetre-thick limestone.”

“Only one metre?”

“That’s more than enough.”

“How thick is the Second
Door?”

“The First Door was measured at 7.5
centimetre thickness. We estimate that the Second Door will be the
same.”

“But how does it work?”

“The equipment picks up the reflected
signal and sends it to the computer situated in the Queen’s
Chamber. It’s then converted into a digital signal and then to a
colour picture that should show whatever it sees behind the
wall.”

“Fascinating technology!”

“Yes, it’s amazing. You’ll see; it’s
just like looking through the wall.”

“Can hardly wait!”

The professor turned away and sat down at the
control unit where he could finally concentrate more on the project
itself. In front of him were three monitors: the left one was
switched off, the middle one was a computer screen with the usual
desktop icons, and the right one showed the path in front of the
robot. A small but strong reflector light mounted on the robot lit
the shaft.

“We’re closing in, professor!”
announced Musa, the assistant, who sat next to Abi Nader,
controlling the robot with the joystick. The shaft’s walls changed
from rough to lime-polished stone.

“Another six metres and we’re
there!”

The silent excitement was rising in the room.
Even Khazen was quiet. I wish my kids could have seen
this.

The robot slowly approached the end of the
path on the monitor … or was it just the beginning?

“There! There’s the door!” shouted
Khazen. Both the professor and the assistant glimpsed strangely at
the clerk as he jumped around in excitement with his arms
flapping.

“Yes, we saw it, Khazen. Could you
please be more careful with your movements? We have very expensive
equipment around here,” admonished the professor.

“Sorry,” Khazen sheepishly ceased the
bouncing.

The robot stopped in front of the First
Door. The professor looked at his assistant. “Turn on the
ultrasound.”

“Okay, sir.” The assistant switched on
the black box plugged into the computer. The left monitor came
alive. It flipped for a few seconds and then showed a vague black
and white scrambled signal. Abi Nader pulled the glasses from his
pocket and put them on.

“We need some tuning.”

“Right away! Just a sec.” Musa ran the
ultrasound software on his computer. The control bars appeared on
the middle screen. He made some adjustments, and the left monitor
started to appear clearer.

“Start the scan!”

Everybody was anxious. The assistant made
some further adjustments on the control bars and clicked the SCAN
button on the middle screen. The picture slowly started to appear
on the left screen. At first it was vague and black and white, then
sharp and in colour.

Khazen jumped again. “Hey, look at that!”

It was impressive.
Some thirty centimetres behind the First Door, the picture showed
another slab—the Second Door.

“This was just to test the equipment,
of course,” satisfaction was written all over the
professor’s face. “Oh,
Khazen, I forgot to tell you, there’s one more very important
thing.”

“Yes?”

“Look carefully at the left lower
corner near the Second Door. Do you see anything?”

“Just a shadow.”

“Ah, but that’s not just a shadow.
That’s another shaft going vertically down.”

“Really? This is confusing. Where the
hell is this going now?” It was more a statement than a
question.

“It was discovered only a few days
after the National Geographic’s live coverage.”

“Are we going to check that out as
well?”

The professor did not answer his question.
“Prepare the grinder!”

Musa was ready. “All set.”

“Go on!”

Musa hit the ENTER button on the keyboard.
The robot was in position and started to grind, causing the picture
on the screen to become very dusty. It didn’t matter though because
the computer had coordinates programmed in and the robot performed
the preset action. After a long ten minutes, it stopped.

“Back up a little bit, Musa.” As the
robot moved back, it pulled the piece of slab it had cut
out.

“Great! We did it! Okay, make sure it’s
tight.”

“Everything is in order,
sir.”

“Take it down to the Queen’s Chamber.
It’s enough for now. We’ll continue in the afternoon.”

“But, professor, why don’t you go
further inside when we’re so close now?” obvious disappointment
coloured Khazen’s voice.

“Khazen, I would love to, but there’s a
piece of slab in our way that won’t let us go further. We have to
take it out of the way first,” Abi Nader replied, shaking his head.
“I need some fresh air. Let’s go out for lunch.”

 



CHAPTER 7 - LONDON,
ENGLAND

 


On the way home from seeing the GP,
Aleksandra bought some groceries and freshly baked bread from the
Italian bakery. She couldn’t believe that the doctor had tried to
give her some contraception pills. At least she knew now that
nothing was wrong with her. He couldn’t understand why she fainted
and gave her health a perfect ten.

The ringing from her mobile phone interrupted
her thoughts.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Aleksandra!” said a familiar and
warm manly voice that Aleksandra had not heard in a long
time.

“Hey, Sasha! How are you? It’s been
ages!” Hearing the voice of her old friend whom she loved so much
lifted her spirits.

“I’m okay, sweetie! How are
you?”

“I feel great! How’s the weather in
Montenegro these days?”

“How is it going to be? It’s
February—snowing all the time.” Aleksandra could feel the smile in
his voice, and it made her happy. “But back to you. You’re not
telling me everything,” Sasha continued. “Did something happen to
you today?”

Aleksandra grinned. “I’ll never understand
how you know these things. I can’t hide anything from you! I did
faint this morning, but it’s nothing serious. I was just
exhausted.”

“It’s very strange. I don’t sense that
you’re sick or exhausted, but something very unusual is happening
to you. I can’t see what it is exactly while talking to you on the
phone, but I feel it’s very important.”

“Hmm.” He piqued her interest as
always.

“I feel a transformation going on
within you. You might not be aware of it, but it’s there. I also
sense a danger. You’re going to meet somebody very soon, somebody
of great importance to you. But it’s still so muddled.”

“Sasha, what transformation are you
talking about? What danger? You’ve got me worried now.”

“I’m sorry, sweetie, but this is what I
sense. For some reason, the information coming to me is scarce and
mingled.” He paused for almost a minute as if trying to get
clarity.

She broke the silence. “Listen, Sasha, don’t
spend all your money on the phone bill. I’m on my way home, and
when I get there I’ll write you an e-mail.”

“This is very important. I need to see
you to clear this out.”

“Can this wait ten days? I’m doing
London Fashion Week. After that, I’ll drop in at the seaside and we
can have a nice weekend.”

“That sounds like a great weekend to
me! In the meantime, be careful and don’t drink those tequila shots
anymore.”

“You’re embarrassing me!” She laughed.
“I can only imagine what other things you know about me. Bye,
Sasha.” She blushed and hung up. She could never understand how he
could possibly know these things. She remembered the day she met
this handsome and elegant man when he was in his thirties ten years
ago. She was told his nickname was Ultrasound. Aleksandra had
thought he was a DJ—but then they had explained that he got the
name because he was more reliable than an ultrasound machine in
determining the sex of an unborn baby. He always guessed right,
even if the woman wasn’t even pregnant yet. He was an honest and
true friend.

She walked into her flat and took off her
shoes and jacket. Sasha had once told her that she would be famous
in the fashion world—and now she was. It made her wonder if any of
the other things he’d said might get fulfilled. She shrugged away
the thought. After all, he was her dear friend, but it did seem a
bit too good to be true.

Vivaldi still played on the stereo. In a
hurry this morning, Aleksandra had left it on REPEAT. It was a
pleasant sound to come home to. On the way to the bathroom, she
undressed, dropping pieces of clothing on the floor as she took
them off. Naked and tired, she turned on the shower. Much needed
warm water splashed her face and body, slowly taking the tension
away. On the other side of the bathroom, in the mirror covering the
wall, Aleksandra stared at her exhausted twin until humidity fogged
the view. What a day!

 



CHAPTER 8 - MUNICH,
GERMANY

 


The whispering voices echoing in John’s head
woke him up. Thankfully, the headache was now gone. Slowly, he
lifted his eyelids and noticed that the room was much brighter than
usual. After a few seconds passed, his eyes adjusted to the light
in the room, and he saw the five men in white coats surrounding his
bed.

It looks like he’s awake. Good morning Mr.
Stiles! “It looks like he’s awake,” said Dr. Henne. “Good
morning, Mr. Stiles!” 

“Not again. I thought this echoing
would be gone with the headache,” John said.

The men looked at each other. The bald man
with a moustache, standing on John’s right said, Tell us…
“Tell us, how do you feel?” 

“The headache’s gone.” John looked up
at the ceiling. “Thank you, God, but I still have this echo in my
head.”

What kind… “What kind of echo?” 

“I didn’t know there were different
kinds. I’m not an expert in echoes—sorry.”

Tell us what happened to you.

“I got kicked in the head,” John
answered, before they’d asked the question out loud.

Doctor Henne thought, That’s it! He’s
starting again. Yes, now they’ll see what I was talking about.
John looked at him and slowly remembered their conversation. The
bald man moved closer to John. Twice.

Excuse me? “Excuse me?” 

John turned to the right. “I got a concussion
from the kick in my head.”

I heard… “I heard what you said, but I
didn’t ask you anything.” 

“I’m realizing that.”

Yes? “Yes?” 

John snorted. “It seems that somehow I can
read your minds.”

The bald man’s forehead creased. Can
you… “Can you prove it to us?” 

John seemed to be amused. “Ask me anything,
but don’t speak out loud.”

What time is it?

“I can tell you if I have a look at
your watch.”

Interesting! Tell me, what is my name?

“Your name is Mr. Olson, your wife’s
name is Gina. Your daughter’s name is Nicole. Your girlfriend’s
name is Maria, and your dog’s name is Fifi. What a stupid
name—Fifi!”

Son of a bitch! Mr. Olson started to
sweat as the other men stared in disbelief.

John started to have fun. He sat up in his
bed, put the pillow behind his back, and crossed his legs in the
lotus position.

“Let’s see. Who else do we have here?”
He pointed at the man standing next to Mr. Olson. “Mr. Johnson,
you’re fucking Olson’s wife. Hey, this is a strange choice, because
you usually prefer boys.”

Johnson froze.

Olson flashed John an angry look. Little
bastard!

“Hey, don’t look at me. He’s the one
shagging your wife, not me! Anyway, you have a
girlfriend.”

That’s enough! “That’s enough!” Olson
reached down for his suitcase. He was furious. I’ll teach you a
lesson.

John pointed at the pale-faced man standing
at the foot of the bed. “Mr. Ditter comes from a good breed of
family. His father was a Nazi, his mother was a Nazi, and this
makes him—correct me if I’m wrong—a Neo-Nazi. You just love Jews …
deep fried.”

The tension in the room was rising. Olson
opened the black suitcase and started frantically looking inside
it. Where is the damn thing? It looks like this guy is going to
be a pain in the ass.

“Oh, look who else we have here. Mr.
Franks, or shall we call him The Bone Breaker? Murderer by nature
and assassin by profession. Why did you come here? Was it as an
insurance policy to make sure I comply with your
requests?”

Doctor Henne, who stood on his left, started
to shake. What’s going on? If these people are really what the
Englishman is saying they are, I’m fucked. They didn’t introduce
themselves with those names. I thought they were doctors,
specialists!

John turned to him. “Dr. Henne, don’t
worry—you took care of me, and I’ll take care of you.”

The vein on Olson’s bright red forehead
pulsed. Here it is! He pulled out what he was looking for.
It was an injection.

Get him! “Get him!” 

As Olson gave the order, The Bone Breaker
moved from the left, and the Nazi moved from the right. Olson and
Johnson withdrew to the side. John was already on his feet and
pushed Dr. Henne onto The Bone Breaker and kicked the Nazi in the
groin before either of them managed to make their first step
towards him.

Aghh! “Aghh!” The Nazi bent forward in
pain. John grabbed him by the ears and crushed his jaw with a right
knee blow.

Shit! “Shit!” The Bone Breaker shoved
Dr. Henne onto the floor. At the same time, the Nazi hit the floor,
unconscious. John saw Mr. Franks pull out his pistol, point it at
him and tried to scream.

Don’t move, you mother
fucker!

The Bone Breaker reached for his gun in
replay. John rolled over the bed and grabbed the assassin’s right
wrist as he was reaching for the pistol. Then he swept his
opponent’s feet with a quick but strong low kick. While The Bone
Breaker’s feet were flying upward, his arm—still held fast in
John’s grip—twisted and then cracked as his wrist crumbled to
pieces.

Aghh! “Aghh!” 

The Austrian-made pistol fell to the floor
and was soon followed by the heavy body that was writhing in pain
and running out of breath. One final touch—an iron fist in the
neck—and the assassin was silenced.

“Don’t move, you mother fucker!”
never made it from Bone Breaker’s mind to his mouth. It was never
meant to happen.

Olson and Johnson were almost as stunned by
John’s speed, strength, and agility as he was. When they saw their
insurance policy falling on the floor, they decided it was
time to leave quickly.

My God … “My God, what’s going on? I
don’t want to die!” Dr. Henne trembled. He leaned up against the
window with his legs hardly keeping him up straight.

John tried to comfort him. “Don’t worry.
You’ll be fine.” The Nazi was waking up with a moan. John swiftly
kicked him in the head and then walked towards Dr. Henne.

Please, don’t … “Please, don’t hit me.
I don’t know those guys. I informed the hospital authorities
yesterday of what I found out, and these guys came today and
introduced themselves as the commission from National Health.”

“Calm down, doc! I know. Don’t you
remember, I can read your mind? Now, I need my clothes back. I
don’t think it’s wise for me to stay here.”

Olson and Johnson ran into the hospital lift.
Johnson frantically pressed the CLOSE DOOR button and yelled, “Come
on! Close, you bitch! Come on!”

“Relax, he’s not following us,” Peter
Olson said as he calmly pressed the BASEMENT button.

Johnson seemed to be upset and embarrassed.
“Listen Peter, about what that guy said back there. He’s fucking
lying.”

“Of course. Did you really think I
would believe his battle tactics? Relax!” Olson wasn’t giving away
any signs of how he felt.

A minute later, the lift door opened in the
basement and only one man walked out into the car park. The door
wouldn’t close, blocked by the body of Mr. Johnson lying halfway
out of the elevator with two bullet holes in his head. Peter Olson
got in the car, unscrewed the silencer, put the gun back inside his
white coat, and then drove out of the hospital grounds. He’d had
suspicions about Johnson and Gina, but needed proof—now he had it.
It was time to get the bitch too, but first he had to take care of
the Englishman. His mind-reading skills could be very useful to the
organisation …

 



CHAPTER 9 - CAIRO, EGYPT

 


“Those spicy chickpeas and that
lemon-flavoured lamb
were very good, but they made me sleepy,” Khazen moved his tongue
in an attempt to clean pieces of lamb from between his teeth. “Why
don’t these people have toothpicks?”

“The restaurant is a favourite among
foreign archaeologists in Giza Plato,” Abi Nader was relaxing, laid
back in his chair, still chewing on dates stuffed with chopped
walnuts and pecans rolled in unsweetened coconut. He raised his
glass and smiled at Khazen.

The government clerk blushed and turned
around to see if anybody was watching. According to Islam, they
were not allowed to drink alcohol, but nobody familiar was around,
so he took a sip of wine while the waiter cleared the plates from
the table.

“Anything else, Khazen? Some more
dates?”

“No, thank you, professor. If I eat
anything else, I won’t be able to get up.”

“They have really nice Turkish
baklavas.”

“Perhaps next time.”

“Some more wine?”

Khazen nervously looked around. “No way.”

Abi Nader turned to the waiter. “Okay, bring
us the bill then.”

“Straight away, sir,” the waiter
replied.

A few minutes later, they were walking back
to the pyramid. They didn’t talk much, as their energy focused on
digesting the tasty food they had stuffed themselves with. Both men
happily yawned and burped on the way.

When they stepped inside the Queen’s Chamber,
Musa held a sandwich in his left hand and the joystick in his
right. “Good afternoon! I was very excited, couldn’t wait, and have
already started without you.”

“Very well, where are we?”

“Forty-fifth metre.”

“Good. A few more minutes and we’re
there.”

The professor looked at Khazen and smiled.
Government clerk’s eyes were half shut, and he began to fall
asleep. Soon the robot was at the first open door. The entrance
through the door had been carved out, just enough for the robot to
pass through.

“Khazen, wake up!” Abi Nader shook the
clerk and said, “We’re at the Second Door. Do you want to miss
it?”

Khazen startled and said, “Oh no! Did I fall
asleep?”

Abi Nader and his assistant laughed. “Okay,”
the professor said, “let’s start the procedure again.”

Musa switched the black box on. “Ultrasound
is on.”

The left screen flickered, and a black and
white scrambled signal appeared. The assistant again ran the
ultrasound software on his computer. The control bars appeared on
the screen. After a few more adjustments, the signal became
clearer.

The professor announced, “Gentlemen, what you
are about to see might change the course of human history and
science forever.” He paused to soak in the moment and then exhaled,
getting rid of the tension before commanding, “Hit the scan!” He
was very proud to be there at this historical moment. As the
picture slowly started to appear, a tear of joy glided down Abi
Nader’s cheek. Behind the door was the secret chamber, not very
big, about a cubic metre.

“Professor, what’s that thing in the
middle?” Khazen pointed to the screen and fidgeted with
excitement.

“I don’t know. It looks like a tomb,
but it’s very small.”

In the middle of the chamber stood the
polished black stone cube. Musa pointed to the screen in front of
him and turned to Abi Nader. “It seems there’s writing on it.”

The professor leaned towards the screen.
“Yes, there is, but I can’t read it from here. Can we zoom in?”

“Just a sec.” The black cube grew
larger on the screen, but it was out of focus.

“Can you focus, Musa?”

“I’m afraid this is not possible
through the wall.”

Abi Nader stared at the screen. It was
impossible to read. He weighed the two choices he now had—drill
first and use the camera to get a peep inside, or grind through
straight away. “We’re going to drill.”

Musa typed in the coordinates. “The robot is
in position, professor.”

“Go on!”

They could hear a faraway noise coming from
the shaft. A few minutes later, the screen displayed the camera
being pushed through the hole.

“Musa, move it a little bit to the
left.”

The assistant moved the joystick. The
hieroglyphic engravings came into view, the details sharp and
clear.

“Now, go to the beginning of the
text!”

“Okay.”

“What is it, professor? What does it
say?” Khazen asked excitedly. Sweat stains had begun to appear on
Khazen’s beige suit. Despite the air vents in the upper shafts, it
was still very humid in there. The professor stared at the screen
with his eyes wide and a mysterious expression on his
face.

“Those … who … look … inside …shall …
find … the … truth!” Abi Nader read out the translation
quietly.

The bald clerk was puzzled. “What does it
mean?”

“I don’t know, Khazen, but if it’s the
truth we’re going to find inside that black cube, it must be
something very important.”

Khazen stood next to the professor staring at
the hieroglyphic text on the screen. Although he did not understand
anything, his face became very serious. “Are we going to cut
through?”

“Just a second, Khazen. Musa, can you
move the camera upward a little bit?”

The picture on the screen moved above the
text to the top of the cube. “Stop there!”

Musa stopped the camera, his face shining
with perspiration. “Do you see what I see?”

A big smile stretched over Abi Nader’s face.
“As I expected! There’s definitely something inside the black
cube—there’s a lid on top of it.” He knew whatever was in there
must have been of the utmost importance to the pyramid builders;
they didn’t go through so much hassle to hide whatever it was
without a good reason.

“Musa, prepare the grinder.”

“Right away, professor.”

The archaeologist’s mind raced. This find was
unbelievable. He wondered why the pyramid builders would engrave
the text on something they didn’t want anybody to find. He settled
on the possibility that they left it there, knowing that—at the
right time—it would be discovered.

The assistant adjusted the coordinates,
moving the robot into position. “Ready?”

“Hit it!”

As the robot started to grind, dust began to
slide down and out of the shaft. After a minute, the noise
stopped.

“What’s happening, Musa?”

The assistant hectically browsed through the
parameters on his equipment. The picture on the screen was too full
of dust to distinguish much.

“I don’t know. Everything should be
okay. Give me a minute.”

Abi Nader and Khazen were nervously looking
at Musa checking all the digits on the screen. Suddenly,
disappointment and disbelief flooded the assistant’s face. “Shit!
Fuck! Fuck! I can’t believe this!”

“What is it?”

“The fucking grinder is
broken!”

“What?”

“The motor died. It probably got stuck
while grinding and burned out.”

“Fuck!” Abi Nader and Khazen shouted at
the same time.

The professor wiped the sweat off his
forehead with his sleeve. “How quickly can you fix it?”

“A couple of days. I need to order
it.”

“Shit!”

Khazen turned to the professor and Musa. The
transformation on his face was abrupt and visible. He was not a
curious pupil any longer but a trained government agent. His tone
turned serious. “Okay, listen both of you. There’s another thing.
There are strict orders from the government—not a word to anybody
about the discovery.”

The professor was not in a mood to talk; he
didn’t even listen to Khazen. Musa nodded and asked, “What about
the press?”

“As you’re aware, this is a government
project, and no information about it should leak to
anyone.”

“But they always find out
somehow.”

“They won’t if you don’t tell them,”
Khazen warned. “You do your job, and I’ll do mine. Let me worry
about the press.”

 



CHAPTER 10 - LONDON,
ENGLAND

 


Aleksandra stood at her kitchen counter
cutting washed aubergines into thin strips; she was famished. As
she poured the aubergines into the heated wok, the strips sizzled
and the smoke curtain rose in front of her.

Suddenly, everything went black and she found
herself no longer in the kitchen, but in a very dark place. Torches
protruding from the walls illuminated silhouettes surrounding her.
Everyone, including Aleksandra, wore dark red hooded robes. She
stood in the middle of a very large room performing some kind of
ceremony. Kneeling with her arms raised, she read from the old book
in front of her. The writing was unfamiliar and she read aloud from
it in a language she could not understand. Others in the room were
repeating after her. The shadows didn’t allow her to see the faces
under the hoods. Noisy sizzling and a smell of burning brought her
back to reality.

“Oh no!”

The aubergine was burning. She quickly
removed it from the wok with the slotted spoon and placed it on the
large plate.

“This is too weird,” she mumbled to
herself. “I don’t like what’s happening to me.”

Confused, she frantically poured some crushed
garlic and peeled, seeded, and chopped tomatoes into the wok with a
little tomato paste and water.

She continued stirring the sauce until it
thickened. Maybe I need to see a psychologist after all. She
poured the sauce over the aubergines and then brought the plate to
the table. Am I going crazy? She forked a bit of food and
placed it in her mouth. She closed her eyes, savouring the taste.
Mmm, this is good. Even if I’m going nuts, I’m still a
damn good cook. She started to feel better as she ate, but the
memory of the vision would not go away. It had felt so
real—everything was in sharp and vivid colour—and then there was
that strange language.

Still feeling tense after finishing her meal,
she went to her bedroom to get some rest. She picked up a small
book from the bookshelf, Warrior of the Light, A Manual by
Paulo Coelho. She took off her clothes, except her underpants, and
threw herself onto the bed. Randomly, she opened the book to page
88 and started to read: “A sword can last for a short time, but the
Warrior of Light must last for a long time. This is why he is not
overestimating his ability, but avoids to be caught off guard. To
everything, he assigns the value it deserves.”

It
sounded exactly like her own situation, and she realised that
she shouldn’t ignore what was happening to her and must avoid being
caught off guard. The coincidence of her experiences today, the
sword in the shop window, and her randomly flipping to a page that
mentioned a sword was not lost on her. She continued
reading: “Very often, when he is faced with serious troubles, the
devil tells him, ‘Don’t worry, it’s nothing serious.’ Another time,
when he is faced with unimportant things, the devil tells him, ‘You
must do everything that is in your power in order to overcome this
trouble.’ The Warrior is not listening to what the devil is telling
him. He is the master of his sword.”

She was moved and inspired. She wondered if
she should listen to the devil and discard all the strange things
that had happened to her today or if she should take it seriously
and be the master of her own sword. Aleksandra saw coincidences as
signs; she had followed signs throughout her entire life and knew
this was definitely another sign. Should I see this as a
warning? Should I take this seriously? Absolutely! I am the Warrior
of Light! She closed her eyes, soon fell asleep, and the book
slipped out of her hands to the floor. The tension from her face
vanished as she found herself in a vivid dream.

She stood on a small hill looking at the site
in front of her. The sun was high in the sky; it was noon. People
were walking around, in and out the grandiose pyramid. She looked
at this religious ceremony with sorrow and pity. She knew that the
men and women did not understand why the pyramids were there. The
skin on her arms and face burned from the desert sun, and the sweat
trickled down her neck. She remembered that once upon a time, where
the desert stands now, the ocean splashed the sides of the three
pyramids. Then she remembered the times before the ocean. Three
pyramids and the Sphinx stood in the beautiful, tropical green
valley. The burning sun brought her thoughts back to the desert.
She saw the horseman riding towards her on the horizon and heard
the sound of hoofs hitting the sand getting closer and closer. The
stomping transformed into ringing.

She abruptly woke up. The phone kept ringing.
Oh no, what time is it?

She picked up the line. “Hello?” A rugged and
deep voice grated out of her dry throat. For the moment Veronica
was not sure if she dialled the right number.

“Aleksandra, is that you?”

“Vera, why are you calling me so
early?”

“Early? It’s noon, darling. Where were
you last night?”

“What?”

“I thought you weren’t going
out?”

“I didn’t. I had a really rough
night.”

“Listen, it’s true,” Veronica was
excited.

“What is?”

“Florence, Elisabetta,
everything!”

“What are you talking
about?”

“Hey, wake up! You remember what I was
telling you yesterday?”

“About what?”

“Bloody hypnosis? Remember?”

“Oh, sorry. I’m not functioning yet.
Yes, I remember now.”

“It’s true. I checked the details this
morning. I went on the Internet and did a little research. It’s
amazing what you can find—databases of all registered house owners
ever, photographs of the old city buildings, and even old paintings
depicting Florence as it once was.”

“So, all these things about your
reincarnation are real?”

“Well, at least the ones I could check.
It appears so.”

“Let me brush my teeth, and I’ll call
you back.” Aleksandra sat on the edge of her Victorian four-poster
thinking that this was all too much at once and maybe she really
should see this guy, Paul, the psychologist. She figured he might
be able to tell her what was wrong with her, even without hypnosis.
A few minutes later, Aleksandra dialled a number.

“Vera, darling, it’s me.”

“Hi, babe. Your voice is
back.”

“I was thinking about
everything.”

“Yes?”

“A few more things happened to me last
night, and I think I need to see your friend Paul.”

“What happened?”

“I’ll tell you when I see you. Do you
think he’ll be able to see me today?”

“Well, it’s Sunday, I don’t know. Let
me call him.”

“You’re my sweetheart. See you
later.”

 



CHAPTER 11 - MUNICH,
GERMANY

 


A large crowd of people were enticed outside
by a seductive sunny morning. A gothic monument of the New Town
Hall overshadowed the Marienplatz. The melody from the famous
carillon announced that it was bang on noon. Tourists gathered
closer, squeezing close to each other in order to get a better view
of the figures performing Cooper’s Dance—a simulation of the
original dance that took place five centuries ago to commemorate
the end of the plague.

John hurriedly stumbled into the square. He
had escaped from the hospital minutes before and wanted to blend in
as much as possible. He had no idea where in Munich he actually
was. The pain in his head was gone, thankfully. Physically, he felt
strong, but he found it very difficult to cope with his new gift.
As he entered the main square of Munich, the sea of other people’s
thoughts overpowered his mind. He was totally exposed and had no
idea how to filter the information that was almost drowning
him.

A young couple with a
small boy holding a thread with a floating balloon filled with
helium passed by. Mummy, mummy, I want an ice cream … Look at that
gorgeous blonde over there … I’m cold … The weather is so lovely
today… I’m hungry… I’m horny… All the thoughts came
instantaneously, piling one on top of the other.

A man in his fifties was sitting on a bench
feeding pigeons. My life is shit… A fat woman carrying a
food bag rubbed against John’s shoulder as she passed by him.
Still have to go and buy some bread and onions…

John did not speak
German but somehow understood every unspoken word that came his
way. He was getting a headache again. Only this time it had nothing
to do with the injury. Though it seemed unbelievable, he felt that
the concussion and the fractured skull had healed in only one
day.

A crowd of teenagers passed by, their
thoughts screaming. Pinch him … She’s so beautiful … Hey, look
at this guy, he looks drunk … Her hair is amazing … Looking forward
to that party tonight … I wonder if she has some E … I wish he was
my boyfriend … I’ll never pass the math exam …

It was maddening. John’s defences were
non-existent, and the pounding just kept coming relentlessly. The
further he moved into the crowd, the more his balance and
orientation were affected. He knew he had to get out of there. Just
when he started moving further away from the New Town Hall and the
performance of Cooper’s Dance, one thought stood out from the wave
of useless information banging his head. “I got him. The
Englishman is at the square. He’s moving from west to south towards
the metro station.”

John didn’t know how, but he knew exactly
where the thought was coming from. A tall, blond man in his late
twenties was wearing a brown leather jacket with a visible bulk on
his left side. John’s shoulders stiffened. He immediately knew the
guy was right-handed and had a pistol. The man stood to John’s
right side just a bit further on his path. He had a crew cut, and
his face was rough with premature wrinkles. Civilian clothing could
not disguise his obvious soldier stature. As John approached, the
man’s body movement revealed his intentions. The blond was
confident in his advantage. This Englishman can’t be that
difficult to beat. I’m going to take him by myself. I don’t need to
wait for the others. I’ll surprise him now.

John tried to appear calm, but deep inside
the adrenaline rushed through his body, and a chill numbed his neck
and spine. He walked straight towards the blond without looking at
him. Realising there were others nearby as well, he decided that
the metro was probably the best place to hide.

John’s muscles were tensed, hard as stone,
and his heart was pounding like a hammer. Just as he passed by the
blond’s side, he saw the man swing his right arm up, aiming a chop
at his neck. A few seconds later, he saw everything again. He
quickly avoided the chop by ducking and moving inside towards the
blond’s body. The attacker’s long right arm missed the target
completely as John instantaneously swung his left thumb upward,
puncturing the attacker’s unguarded right armpit.

Four wealthy-looking young women in their
early thirties, unaware of the altercation taking place, headed in
John’s direction with their hands full of shopping bags from Prada,
Channel, and Bulgari. Another wave of thoughts started to blur
John’s head. I want that lovely golden ring with the
3000-year-old ancient coin … I would never be able to wear that
skirt like Maria. My ass is too big … These bags are so heavy, I
can’t feel my arm …

The opponent was a dangerous one and no
mistake could be afforded. John had to make an effort to ignore
everything else and concentrate only on the fight and his own
thoughts. The adrenaline helped to dislodge him from wave after
wave of incoming foreign thoughts. The internal mind battle was
paired with the continuation of his counterattack. He put the
weight of his whole body into the swing of a right elbow uppercut.
The blond’s jaw crumbled as he bit his tongue and blood squirted
from his mouth. The man desperately tried to reach for his gun.

The uninvited thoughts momentarily gushed in
thundering against John’s mind again. This time he was able to
fight off the internal attack more easily as he was starting to
understand the pattern. Concentrating only on the fight at hand, he
grabbed the soldier by his left arm and the right lapel of his
leather jacket, pulling him forward and sweeping both his legs with
a right leg kick. The man fell to the ground; his head hit the
stone floor, quickly followed by his huge muscled body. John kicked
him in the head once more for good measure and left him moaning in
a puddle of blood before running off in the direction of the metro
station.

Alien thoughts started attacking from all
sides again. He killed that man! … He’s running away! … Is
anybody going to stop him? … Somebody, call a doctor…

At the end of the square, a Japanese couple
stopped a man with a ponytail and moustache, wearing leather pants
and a leather hat. Excuse me…“Excuse me, which train do we
take to the airport?”

Take … The man with moustache pointed
in one direction, “Take the S1 or the S8.” 

John looked in the direction the bavarian was
pointing and saw the sign for the metro. As he ran to the
Marienplatz metro station, he decided he would take the train to
the airport and leave the country as quickly as possible. The sign
M pointed to the left and the signs U and S to the right. Suddenly,
a bullet whizzed past his head. He ducked instinctively to the
right as the bullet shot past. “Bloody hell!” He turned around and
saw Mr. Ditter—the Nazi—fifty metres behind him, closing in with
the silencer gun in hand. He was clearly in pain with a dislocated
and broken jaw, and very angry.

Ditter stopped to aim again, but John had
already started running down the stairs moving out of target range.
His steps became jumps over five to six stairs. The toughness of
the Nazi surprised him; he thought he’d belted him hard enough at
the hospital to ensure he’d still be lying on the floor. If he’d
known the guy was made of granite, he would have hit him
harder.

He reached the bottom of the stairs and
entered the station, searching for the signs to the airport-bound
train. He followed the sign marked “S1–S8,” pushing his way through
the crowd at a running pace. The thoughts of people around him were
trying to intrude into his head, but John pushed them back by
concentrating on the Nazi’s footsteps behind him. Every time John
stopped to look for the signs, the sound of his pursuer’s steps
grew louder and closer. Ditter was certainly a fast runner. John
jumped over the entrance barrier triggering the alarm sound. He
kept running, listening to the ever-closer footsteps behind him. He
figured Ditter must have been only thirty metres behind, but there
was no time to turn around and check. It was just a matter of time
before the Nazi would get a clean shot at him. He was desperate to
do something, but hadn’t quite figured out what yet.

As he reached the
platform, the train was ready to leave and John hurriedly jumped on
board. He quickly glanced over his shoulder before continuing the
run from one wagon to another. The pursuer was only about fifteen
metres behind when John started losing his breath. He had to slow
down, but luckily the train was crowded and the Nazi had difficulty
closing in quickly. The doors closed and the train started to
slowly move off.

“Come on, John, think of something!” he
said quietly to himself. He saw the emergency break above the doors
and pushed his way forward, frantically squeezing between
passengers. He pulled the emergency lever before the train sped up
and left the platform. As the alarm started to buzz, the train
suddenly stopped. Some people lost their balance and fell onto the
floor swearing and screaming. All the doors opened automatically.
John was one of the first to get out and quickly disappear from the
Nazi’s sight.

Ditter’s prey was getting away. “Get the fuck
out of my way!” he yelled at the people complaining and making
their way off the train. With his broken jaw, every word he spoke
was agonizingly painful. As he squeezed through to the doors and
his foot first touched the platform, Ditter felt a heavy strike to
his head. He fell to the floor like a sack of potatoes. Still
breathing heavily, John stood beside the doors gripping the
emergency hammer used for breaking train windows. It was stained
with blood and had a piece of hair hanging from it. To the shock of
a few passengers who saw what happened, John leaned down and picked
up the silencer gun.

After concealing the gun, he ran over to the
adjacent platform where another train was just preparing to leave.
John jumped aboard and quickly glancing around. He felt relieved to
see that nobody on the train seemed to take notice of him. Finally,
he was just another passenger. The foreign thoughts started to rush
into his head again, but John suppressed them immediately. He
accomplished full control over his mind again. Fatigue overwhelmed
his body as he redounded himself on an empty seat. His hands shook,
his legs trembled, and he was out of breath. What’s going
on? he knew it was his thought now. Why is all this shit
happening to me? Only yesterday, I was fighting for the
championship—and today I’m fighting for my life.

 



CHAPTER 12 - LONDON,
ENGLAND

 


“Okay, Aleksandra, let’s get started,” Paul
sat in the armchair beside her, his right leg crossed over his
left. “Relax, find a comfortable position, and close your
eyes.”

The Victorian chandelier softly lit the dark
green walls and illuminated Aleksandra’s face as she lay with her
eyes closed on the modern black leather sofa. Every time she moved
her arm, leg, or shoulder to adjust her body in a more comfortable
position, the leather underneath squeaked. Behind the sofa, on top
of the antique oak table, was the tape recorder. The small red
light was on, revealing the session was being recorded.

Paul continued his instructions. “We will dim
the lights now. Relax and take a deep breath.”

Paul signalled Veronica, and she got up from
where she was sitting in the far corner of the room and turned the
dimmer on the wall. The light weakened, and the shadows
strengthened. Her high heels thudded off the dark oak floorboards
until she nested back in her place. Aleksandra had asked her to
stay during the session as she didn’t know Paul and felt more
comfortable with Veronica around.

“You’re feeling very relaxed, very
comfortable now,” Paul continued. Aleksandra’s muscles relaxed and
her arms slid off her hips. “When I count to five, you will fall
into a deep sleep, but you will still hear my voice. One … two …
three …”—her breathing slowed and deepened—“… four … five. You are
asleep now. If you can hear me, say ‘Yes.’”

“Yes.”

“Well done. Now we’ll go back in time
and you will tell me what you see and what you feel.”

“Okay.”

“Whatever happens on this journey, you
should not be worried. It’s not happening to you. You’re just a
spectator watching everything from the side, and nobody can see you
or touch you.” Aleksandra nodded. “Good! Let’s slowly go back in
time to yesterday morning. You will tell me what you see and what
you feel.”

A few seconds later, she started to speak.
“Give me another ten minutes, please. Why did I arrange to see her
so early? I can’t feel my head. I’ll never drink tequila
again.”

Paul interrupted her. “Where are you?”

“I’m in my bed and am very sleepy …
Hurry up! I’m late again. Veronica is going to kill me. What am I
going to wear?”

Paul and Veronica listened silently.

“My god, I’m hungry. There’s a bagel
shop, but I’m half an hour late. No time for breakfast.”

Paul interrupted again. “Okay. Move forward
in time to the point just before you collapsed. Where are you
now?”

“I’m on Westbourne Grove, turning onto
Ledbury Road.”

“What do you see?”

“I’m looking at myself in the
reflection of the shop window. Hmm … Am I gorgeous or what?” From
the expression on her face, Paul and Veronica could see that she
was pleased with the way she looked that morning. Suddenly, the
pleasant look shifted into a painful one. “My head hurts so
much!”

“Relax, you’re not there. It’s not
happening to you. You’re just a passive spectator.” She looked
scared and her lungs were moving up and down as she grasped for
air.

“Aleksandra, relax. There’s nothing to
be afraid of. This is a movie. You’re not there. It’s not happening
to you!” Paul managed to calm her down, and the grim look vanished
from her face. “Don’t worry. Nothing can happen to you.”

“Okay.”

“Now, tell me, what is it? What scared
you?”

“I don’t know … I’m not
sure.”

“Just relax. Take your time. Don’t be
afraid.”

Aleksandra’s heavy breathing was the only
sound in the room.

“It’s a sword in the shop window. When
I saw it, I felt a terrible sharp headache.”

“Have you ever seen this sword
before?”

“I don’t know. I can’t remember
…”

“Try harder. You can
remember.”

“Yes … I think I saw it
before.”

“Okay, relax. Let’s go further back to
when you saw the sword for the first time.”

There was silence in the room for about a
minute and a half, and Paul began to suspect that she might have
fallen asleep. “Aleksandra, are you okay?”

“Aleksandra?” a deep, manly voice came
from the Aleksandra’s mouth in a tone that seemed surprised by
Paul’s question.

Veronica’s jaw dropped. Paul was caught off
guard too, but asked a quick question to buy him some time. “Who
are you?” he straightened up, uncrossed his legs, and moved his
armchair further away from his patient.

The same manly voice answered. “I am the
master of the secrets and the keeper of the sacred knowledge.”

Paul moved uncomfortably in his chair.
What’s going on? This is not by the book. Where did her
consciousness go? I have to find out more. He cleared his
throat and continued. “What is your name?” His trembling voice had
lost its authoritative tone. He sounded like a pupil who had not
learned given lesson.

“You do not know me?”

“No, I don’t.”

“My name is Nefer-tem.”

“Nefer-tem?” Is this some kind of a
ghost? Is she possessed? Is this whole thing a prank? He
glanced doubtfully at Veronica.

“You must come from a foreign land far
away if you never heard of Nefer-tem from Mennophir,” the voice was clearly
surprised.

“Mennophir?”

“Yes, Mennophir of Menes.”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t know of such a
place.”

“You are either very ignorant or you
really come from far away.”

Paul was again caught off guard by the
comment.

“Maybe you know of this place by the
name of Memphis?” the deep voice said.

Is she faking all of this? No, no way.
Such a voice could never come out of the girl’s mouth. And why
would she fake it? “Memphis, Tennessee?”

Even with just the weak light in the room, a
surprise was now obvious on Aleksandra’s face. “Tennessee? I never
heard of such a place. No, stranger, it is Memphis of Egypt.”

Veronica waved to get Paul’s attention and
whispered, “It was the ancient capital of Egypt.”

Paul nodded with a half-opened mouth. “Tell
me, Nefer-tem, what date is it?”

“It is the spring of the eightieth year
of the fourth dynasty.”

Paul craved at Veronica for help, but she
just shrugged.

Psychologist was buying himself some time.
Not sure which direction to take it, he said, “What do you do
there?”

“I already told you. I am the master of
the secrets and the keeper of the sacred books.”

“What are you doing at this
moment?”

“I am on the hill watching the men
entering the Orion Pyramid. They are performing a ceremonial
funeral.”

“The Orion Pyramid?”

“Yes, the Pyramid of the Orion. I am
the architect of all three pyramids at the Sacred Valley. But those
men do not know it.”

“How come they don’t know it? Aren’t
you the master?”

“It was long before their time. They do
not even know the purpose of those great structures.”

Paul felt he had to refocus. We’re
slipping away from the subject. I’m not getting anywhere with those
pyramids. I should bring Aleksandra back to the surface. “It is
an honour to meet such a man. Tell me, Nefer-tem, where is
Aleksandra?”

“Aleksandra? It is I. We are the same
soul.”

Paul was relieved. Phew, thank God for
that. For a moment I started to believe in demons and
possession. “Okay, that’s good to know … Now, tell me, where is
the sword that Aleksandra saw in the shop?”

“There is a horseman riding towards me.
I can see that his horse is very strong and beautiful, but also
very tired. His journey must have started many days ago.” Both Paul
and Veronica listened carefully. The tape recorder was still on.
“He has halted the horse in front of me, has stood down and is
bowing. There is a package wrapped in a red silk cover at the back
of his horse. The messenger speaks to me: ‘Oh mighty master of the
secrets, my name is Darius. I am coming by the will of Asure and
Pitris.’” Aleksandra continued as if Nefer-tem was having the
conversation with Darius. “You must have had a long and tiring
journey. Please do not speak here. We should go to a safe place
first. Inside the pyramid!” She paused, and Paul leaned
forward.

“Where are you now?”

“We are inside the pyramid,” she said,
then continued the conversation. “‘Master Nefer-tem, I brought you
the book. It is no longer safe in the mountain Albori. Nobody
should know about this but you.’”

“The secret will be kept.” Aleksandra,
still in a trance, took a breath and then continued. “I am opening
the package. There is a flat, dark metal box inside. The lid is
carved in Sanskrit. I am releasing two hatches and opening the
box.”

“Sanskrit?” It seemed that Paul was
taken further into uncharted territory.

“Yes, the sacred writing known to the
chosen ones.” She paused for a second again as if she was looking
at something. “I cannot believe my eyes. In front of me lies one of
the most important works inspired by the gods. It is written: ‘The
Book of Life.’”

Paul and Veronica listened in disbelief while
Aleksandra kept on talking. “I am looking at the rest of the
package. What is this?”

She answered as the messenger. “It’s the
protector of the book, The Sword of Agni.” Her description
continued to be recorded. “I am reaching for the sword with both my
hands and looking at the beautiful works of the gods.” Aleksandra’s
hands reached out in the air. She continued talking. “I am
honoured.”

Paul looked at his watch. It was already half
past midnight and even though this session was fascinating, he had
an early appointment in the morning. It was time to end the
session.

“Okay, Nefer-tem, I want you to relax
now and follow me,” Paul instructed. Aleksandra placed her hands
back by her sides, and her muscles relaxed again. “When I count to
five, I want you to go forward in time all the way to the moment
just after you fell asleep tonight.” She nodded. “One … two … three
… four … five. Aleksandra, are you there?”

The familiar female voice was back. “Yes, I
am.”

“When I flick my fingers, you will wake
up. Also, you will remember everything you recalled while under
hypnosis.” He snapped his fingers, and she opened her
eyes.

Veronica quickly moved next to her, anxious
to hear Aleksandra’s impressions. “How do you feel?”

Aleksandra’s eyes were
focusing, yet she still seemed far away. “I feel like there’s a
four-thousand-year gap in my memory!”

Paul switched the tape
recorder off.

 



CHAPTER 13 - MUNICH,
GERMANY

 


“Besucherpark
Station! Get off here for Munich International Airport!” The doors
opened, and the vast majority of passengers exited the train.
Trying to stay inconspicuous, John blended in with a group that was
pushing and pulling their suitcases and travel bags.
He remembered his own luggage. He had no idea where his
suitcase was and hoped that the lads from the national squad took
it with them to England. Luckily, his wallet and passport were in
his coat—and the hammer was in the left pocket and the
gun in his right. I hope those guys won’t
be looking for me at the airport. A few more hours and I’ll be back
home.

A wave of foreign
thoughts tried to infiltrate his mind, but John was managing to
control it. Not only was he able to stop the thoughts completely,
but he could also filter and browse through them selectively. After
walking a few minutes, John arrived at Terminal 1. He browsed
through the departure screens and found a BA flight to
London that was leaving in an hour and half.

Twenty minutes
later, with his ticket in hand, John made his way towards the
check-in counter. Shortly, he stopped by the souvenir shop and
bought an FC Bayern hat and cheap sunglasses for disguise
as he started checking for possible stakeouts.
He carefully joined the check-in queue for Paris fifty metres
from the London check-in counter. He quickly scanned the area
around the BA counter. There were ten people in the queue with
another four standing close by. Three firmly built guys wearing
suits were amongst them. They looked like wrestlers.
Could this be my welcome party? he
wondered.

Automatically, he
focused on their thoughts. Where is she?
We’re going to be late!… I love London. I always have a great time
there…

He
continued scanning the crowd and noticed a man twenty metres
away from the check-in, standing alone in a corner as if waiting
for somebody. John focused on him, and the man’s thoughts started
pouring in. It’s a big day tomorrow. I’ve
been waiting for this meeting for months… It wasn’t
him either. There were hundreds of people walking
around, and John was getting nervous. The check-in
would close pretty soon, and there was no way he could check
everybody out one by one in time. Besides, he figured that if they
were waiting for him, they probably wouldn’t be so easy to
spot.

The queue he was
standing in moved forward quickly. There were only two more
passengers in front of him. He couldn’t stay there
much longer. Time was running out, and the pressure of
the dilemma was squeezing in on him. John took a deep breath. He
relaxed, closed his eyes, and let the wave of voices splash into
his mind.

The thoughts
hurled at him like a stampede. I’m afraid
of flying … Which gate … My passport is here, ticket … Hurry up …
No, just hand luggage … I’ll miss you, darling … Amsterdam, here I
come … If they catch me smuggling this … Suddenly, he
heard what he had been waiting for: There’s
still no sign of the Englishman. If he comes to the airport, this
is where he’ll go … He opened his eyes and followed
the thought to the beautiful young woman wearing a black business
suit who was standing next to the three wrestler-looking guys that
he’d already checked a moment ago. John shook his head.
Who would suspect her?

Another thought
banged in. “They definitely saw the
Englishman getting on the train for the airport … John
turned in the direction of the source. Two men, casually dressed,
were looking down from the gallery. Then another thought buzzed
through his mind. They want him alive, but
didn’t say we can’t break his legs … The man in a
raincoat by the newspaper stand was apparently browsing through
magazines.

As the passenger
in front of John moved towards the check-in desk, John turned away
and started walking to the other end of the terminal, wondering
what he was going to do. As he walked along slowly, thoughts
started racing through his mind—only this time they were
his. I have to leave this airport. I have
to leave now, but they must have blocked off the train station too.
I can’t go back that way. As he was passing by a
ticket stand for Egypt Air, he glanced at the departure monitor
just above. The next plane for Cairo was leaving in just under an
hour, and the check-in desk was on the opposite side of the
terminal. This is it! I have no luggage. I
could make it! There was no queue at the sales stand
and John got his ticket in no time. The sales person called the
check-in desk to let them know that one more passenger was coming.
They were about to close the doors, but would wait for
him.

After getting his
boarding pass, the Englishman made his way towards passport
control. His hands slid into his pockets. The gun and the hammer
were still there—it was time to get rid of them. He hurriedly found
a restroom, went into a toilet cubicle, and locked himself in. He
pulled up the lid of a cistern and unloaded his arsenal, hoping he
wouldn’t need them again. He left the restroom and headed to
passport control, which was only fifty metres away, wondering if he
was going to make it and if They
were waiting for him there as well.
With his eyes half closed, John briskly walked towards
Departure Gates, letting peoples’ thoughts overwhelmed him
again.

I’ll
miss you so much … Have a good journey … I really enjoyed my time
in Munich … He was halfway through.
Check out this guy in the blue coat and sunglasses
… The thought was coming from a young woman standing
close by. John’s heart started to thump and he began to feel
pressure in his ears. Bloody hell no! Not
now! I almost made it, he thought in a panic. The
woman was watching him studiously. He accelerated his walk almost
to a run, regretting the fact that he’d left his weapons
behind.

Another thought
came from her direction. He’s good looking,
but that funny hat on his head is a real put off.

He felt so
relieved, he almost laughed out loud. Bloody woman! I almost had a heart attack. I feel like a fool.
I’ll get rid off this stupid hat as soon as I get on the
plane. A moment later, John made it through passport
control, barely believing his luck.

 



CHAPTER 14 - LONDON,
ENGLAND

 


The little copper bell chimed as the door
pushed opened. The harmonic sound skimmed through the antique shop,
and the old man sitting behind the nineteenth-century chestnut desk
raised his head. He looked pleasantly surprised.

“Good morning, young lady. You’re the
last person I expected to see here today. How do you feel? Have you
recovered from the other day?”

Aleksandra felt a bit embarrassed and gave
him an innocent smile. “Good morning, sir. I’m fine now. Thank you
for asking.”

“I didn’t think I would be seeing you
again after what happened.”

Aleksandra smiled at him again, thinking how
right he was.

“What can I do for you?” he
asked.

“I’m interested in that sword you have
in the window,” she marvelled at the lack of fear and pain this
time.

“Really? It’s usually men who inquire
about swords around here. What do you want to know?”

“How old is it, and where does it come
from?”

“Well, I’m not an expert in swords, but
when it came to my shop, it was accompanied with a little
certificate. Let’s see.” He opened the drawer in his desk and
fumbled through some papers.

“Here it is!
Right.” He adjusted his reading glasses and started squinting.
“Ref. No. 1000947; Type: Sword; Description: 80 cm long steel blade
…”

Aleksandra revised the information in her
head. Sword of Agni, titanium, not steel blade. Somebody did not
do their job properly.

The old man kept on reading aloud. “… Handle
wrapped with golden threads, 5-carat ruby attached at the bottom of
the handle, case made of ivory, carved in Sanskrit …”

It says, “Those who look inside shall find
the truth.”

“… Age: Unknown …”

Hmm, not to all of us.

“… Origin: Found
in Luxor, Egypt, in 1974. It is believed that it was brought from
India.”

“Wow, some sword you got
there!”

“Yes, an interesting piece.”

“How come it’s not in a
museum?”

“I don’t know. They probably have a lot
of stuff like that, and it doesn’t have any real historical
value.”

Or as with the rest of the things that
don’t comply with the official history, it was thrown aside.
“You think so?” If you only knew what you really have! “How
much are you asking for it?” She gave him her most innocent
look.

The old man rubbed his beard. I got this
for a thousand quid, quite cheap considering the precious stone and
ivory, but it’s been here for ages now. It would be really nice if
I could get rid of it. He scanned her figure in torn and weary
jeans. She doesn’t look like she could pay me a lot for it
anyway. The old man was an antique merchant, not a fashion
guru.

“I would give you a special price
because I like you.” He looked her in the eyes, hesitating for just
a moment. “Fifteen hundred pounds.”

“That really is a special price, thank
you.” Aleksandra opened her Gucci purse and handed him a credit
card.

The man scratched his nose. “There’s a 2
percent charge for credit card payments.”

“That’s okay. I don’t have any cash
with me.”

Maybe I should have asked for more money…
Nah, who cares. She’s happy, I’m happy.”

She felt awkward but wanted to ask a
question. “Just one more thing …”

“Yes?”

“When you got the sword, did you get
anything else with it?”

“It came wrapped in a red silky scarf,
which I will give you as well, but nothing else.”

“No book came with it?”

He gave her a strange look. “No, why?”

So, they didn’t find the book. “I
thought there might be a manual on how to use it.”

It made him laugh. “You’re a funny girl.”

“Thank you very much, once
again.”

As she walked out, the old man saw her off
with a laugh. “Enjoy the head chopping, my dear!”

Aleksandra waved
her hand at him and stepped out on the pavement with the red silky
package in her hands. It’s time to pack for
Egypt.

 



CHAPTER 15
- NEW YORK CITY, USA

 


Snow and rain poured down over the glass
facade of the skyscraper in Manhattan. A weak light peeking out
through the windows barely illuminated the cold, windy night. One
could neither hear the drops of rain and wet snow hitting the
tinted windows or the air-conditioning warming up the large and
luxurious dojo that was alighted by hundreds of candles. The smell
of melting wax penetrated the nostrils of the six men, and the
shadows played on the walls as the five world-class fighters
cautiously closed the circle around David. He stood calmly in the
middle of the room, his breathing normal and shoulders relaxed. The
tanned skin on his face and torso looked golden when illuminated by
the yellow from the burning candles. David’s naked upper body
revealed a trained figure with every muscle taut to the bone. The
tattoo of a dragon covered his left arm, chest, and
abdominals—clearly the work of a fine artist.

Two Japanese Kendo fighters, a Russian Sambo
wrestling and kick-boxing champion, a Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu master,
and Chinese Shaolin Gung Fu monk wore black gi, protective helmets,
and torso cushions. The Kendo fighters moved closer with their
drawn samurai katanas. David always insisted on the seriousness of
the exercise. He felt that the only way to keep him sharp was to
play on the edge. The Shaolin monk had a firm grip on a long sharp
spear and was approaching David from behind. It was an
unnecessarily dangerous way of staying focused and at the top, but
David wouldn’t have it any other way. As he slowly moved his body
in a scissors stance, every muscle in his shoulders, arms, and
abdominals became visible. The Russian was closing in from his
right and the Brazilian from his left. David wore no protection,
but was in possession of the deadliest weapon of them all—himself.
His deep green eyes stared directly in front of him and seemed out
of focus. It was his inner eye that watched over all five
opponents. He was aware of every move they made and could foresee
the pattern in their movement. When the attack came, he wasn’t
taken by surprise.

Two Kiai attacking shouts nearly shattered
the bulletproof windows
as the two Japanese Samurais summoning extra energy unleashed the
deadly blades towards David. The low, open-throated vowel screams
were powerful enough to stun to death a pack of birds in flight.
The movements boosted by Kiais were so fast that normal eyes would
have difficulty registering them, but not David’s. The skilful
shouts had no effect on the man with the dragon tattoo, and when
the Samurais thought they were hitting the target, their blades
just cut through the air extinguishing a couple of candles
nearby.

The Kendo masters didn’t even have time to
get surprised. The elbow strike that hit the side of the protective
helmet of the right Samurai was so powerful it threw him abruptly
to the left. The heads of the Japanese swordsmen collided at
immense speed, and they both fell unconscious to the floor. As
David released his elbow strike, the Brazilian slid in, grabbed him
by one leg, and forced a leg lock. Nobody ever withstood his lock
for more than ten seconds without giving up or having a leg broken.
The Russian went for a powerful low kick into David’s other leg. It
was his specialty; he trained himself by kicking old wooden
football posts until they broke. With the Brazilian holding David
still, it looked so easy. The Shaolin monk pushed the spear forward
aiming at the torso, a bit surprised at how unchallanged this was
going to be.

As the Brazilian pressed the lock on his leg,
David effortlessly spun around pulling the leg together with the
muscled body of 120-kilo Jiu Jitsu master. Suddenly the Brazilian’s
shoulder came into the path of the Russian’s powerful kick. As the
shoulder and the leg met, the Brazilian’s collarbone cracked,
piercing upward through the skin, followed by his agonizing scream.
While making this pirouette, David evaded the spear, then grabbed
it with both hands and pulled it away from the monk. As the Shaolin
master was forced to release the spear handle, it swung like a
catapult, guided into the unguarded Russian’s left knee. The impact of the bamboo
handle with the kneecap came only a split second after Brazilain
screamed. As the Russian lost his ground and flew through the air
with pain etched on his face, David pulled the spear around and
thrust it into the wooden floor. The Russian fell on his back
holding the knee, clearly in agony. David’s piercing eyes fixed at
the shocked and embarrassed Shaolin monk. The Chinese man had lost
any intention of moving forward.

The man with the dragon tattoo briefly bowed
forward. “It is enough for today. My assistant will arrange another
session for those of you who are able and willing to do this again.
You will be paid before you leave.” He turned around and left the
dojo. The Kendo fighters were groaning, the Russian and Brazilian
were holding their injured parts, and the monk stood still,
embarrassed with severely hurt pride.

David quickly took a shower and changed into
his immaculate Brioni suit, then took a lift to another floor and
entered the conference room. Three men waited for him to start the
meeting. Let’s finish quickly with those greedy immoral mobsters
so I can have some peace and quiet.

He greeted them with a nod, sat at the head
of the table, and immediately spoke to the older man on his
right.

“Dick, how much financing do we need
this time?” Dick, who was a highly ranked government official,
pushed his square glasses back in place.

“The routine will be a bit different
than during Desert Storm, David. The war is going to cost much
more.”

David leaned back in his chair as he
connected his palms as if praying, pressing his fingertips against
his lips. He slowly inhaled. “That is?”

Dick’s glasses slipped down his sweaty nose
again, and he pushed them back in place. “$200 billion … I have
assurances that Congress will approve this.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“No, seriously. Out of it, $86 billion
is going towards my projects.”

David peered through the window into the
rainy night. “It’s a big piece of cake.”

Dick was persistent. “A pipeline to Aqaba
Port, oil platforms, airstrips, roads, harbours, army bases, water,
and food supplies, etc. That costs money. We’ve already reserved
the contracts for most of it.”

“What if Congress
disapproves?”

“You know much better than me; they’re
all our guys.”

“Since I know it much better than you,
I’m considering this option as well.” David turned to his left.
“What about Saudis, Donald?”

A weathered diplomat with an enviable, but
dark career was giving one of his “disappointed” looks. “Nothing
from them this time, David. Their public is 100 percent against
another war in the Gulf. I talked to them and tried to persuade,
blackmail, and bribe them, but they wouldn’t pay for it, even if
they had money.”

“The Europeans?”

Donald shook his head. “Apart from the Brits,
all the same as Saudis.”

“Never mind. After we move in, we’ll
give them shit. Oil exploitation and the rebuilding of the country
will go to U.S. companies.”

Donald interrupted. “What about the Japanese,
British, and Australians?”

“They’ll get their share proportional
to the investments they make in this war.” David turned to the
third man sitting on his left. “General, how long do you expect the
war to last?”

A black man in his late fifties sat firmly
and tightly. Although he was wearing a dark blue Canali suit, his
square jaw, rough face, and haircut exposed his long years of a
successful military carrier. “We considered all possibilities. It
could last anywhere from one to five months.”

“Can you make it a little shorter? We
don’t want to prolong it. The public won’t exactly approve of this
war.”

“Five months is the worst case
scenario. It’s a war. I can’t guarantee anything shorter than
that.”

“How quickly can you secure the oil
fields and protect them from destruction?”

The muscles on the general’s face contracted
in a little smile. “That’s another story. Since the oil fields are
both in the south and north, close to the border, it will be
easier. The Iraqis will probably manage to burn 10–20 percent of
the fields, which will not be usable for the next six months.”

“Well, it doesn’t really matter, as
long as we stay there for the next thirty years.” The laughter
filled in the room before David continued. “Dick, we’re not
stopping in Iraq this time. There’s a problem we have to solve
quickly.” Dick nodded. “I don’t have to remind you that the main
reason we decided to go in Iraq is because of Iranians. They
mounted their troops on the Iraqi borders and if we don’t act
quickly, supported by the Sunnites majority in Iraq, they’ll
overrun the exhausted country within ten days. We can’t let them
control such vast energy reserves. This is something we can’t
really tell our taxpayers. We have to sell them another, more
politically correct, reason.”

Dick smiled. “We can make up some bullshit
story like we always do, something about threat to ‘our great
nation,’ ‘weapons of mass destruction,’ ‘freedom and democracy,’ or
‘axis of evil.’”

Laughter filled the room again. Donald
squeezed through his small teeth. “With the media in our hands, the
cattle would believe anything we serve them today.”

The general added, “You’re right, but we
should throw in another conspiracy theory in order to confuse the
smarter ones.”

Dick’s face lit up. “I’ve already thought
about that and I’ve got a really good one. Listen to this: As all
of you are well aware, the U.S. dollar became a global currency a
long time ago, especially after OPEC started using it as the only
currency for oil purchase. Since then, we printed as many dollars
as we needed without sticking to our gold reserves or GDP. There
was no way to trace how much of the currency there actually is
because the dollar is so widely and rapidly circulated globally.
Hence, the extra printing didn’t cause inflation, but made us
richer and richer every time, thanks to our friends at the Federal
Bank.” Although everybody in the room was familiar with the story
so far, they were all listening carefully, waiting for the catch.
Dick took a sip of water from the crystal glass on the table in
front of him and continued. “Everything was going well until last
November when Iraq shifted its oil sales from the dollar to the
Euro. Its example was followed by Iran and Syria. Soon after that,
both Russian and Chinese state banks have started moving their
major hard currency reserves from U.S. dollars into Euros.”

He looked at the men in the room—there were
no expressions on their faces. He carried on. “If this trend
continues, the U.S. is fucked. The dollar will start overflowing
U.S. banks, and we’re going to face inflation. When that happens,
everyone will start to sell their U.S. dollars and there’ll be a
chain reaction. We will, very soon, have U.S. banks stuffed up to
their necks with the dollars we’ve been printing since 1971. There
are at least three to four times more dollars globally than the
U.S. economy can really support.”

Dick took another sip of water. “If we allow
this, we would be faced with hyperinflation that would cost us
$5000 billion within the next three years. The U.S. economy would
crash, and our companies would be fucked. America would lose its
grip, and American global supremacy would be history.” He finished
and a moment of silence set in the room.

David broke the silence. “This is very good.
Why not? Throw this bait in as well.” Everybody was awaiting
further instructions. David continued. “Most of what you said,
Dick, is true, but the Russians and Chinese wouldn’t allow this to
happen as they can’t free themselves of so many dollars without
losing a lot of money. For the time being, we’re safe, but it’s a
problem we should tackle as well. The good thing is that we can use
this story to further extend our control and eliminate potential
threats in the future. After we’re done with Iraq, we’ll accuse
Syria and Iran of supporting the Iraqi regime and being terrorist
states. Even if they get scared and shift back to the U.S. dollar,
thinking this is the reason for our hostility, we’ll start the war
anyway. It will look as we have to show the rest of the world what
happens to those who defy us, but the truth is that we need some
chaos and destruction. We need a big war. I’m looking forward to a
long conflict with Iran.”

A shy smile spread over Dick’s face. “Good.
It means more money for our projects.”

David’s face was still dead serious. “The
reason we need a big war is for greater control. But a big war with
Iran wouldn’t be enough to secure control of the global economy in
the long term.” He glanced at his watch and continued. “Big changes
are following current technological breakthroughs, and they’ll
cause great industrial changes and power shifts. This, in turn,
will cause great social upheavals and possible revolutions. Imagine
today’s great industries becoming redundant pretty soon. How many
unsatisfied, jobless people will we be faced with? This is why we
need to constantly keep making these changes by ourselves,
containing and controlling them on the way. We have to do something
similar to what we did with the Russian October Revolution. The
only way to make a big change that we can control is through a
great war that we are to invent and whose players we control.
During such times, the country is under a state of emergency and
unquestioned authority is given to the military and police. Then
all possible upheavals and revolutions can be prevented or crushed
more easily. The only war of that size that’s possible at the
moment is with China.”

The general interrupted. “What about
Russia?”

Donald was first to explain. “It’s too risky.
Too many nuclear warheads that can’t be controlled, and I already
started negotiations with the Chinese. They need this war as much
as we do, but for other reasons.”

The general leaned forward. “Which are?”

“They’re overpopulated. With a war,
they can reduce the population and extend to other territories as
well.”

“What territories?” the general looked
concern. He was a very possessive man.

David cut in again. “Siberia, Kazakhstan,
countries in South East Asia …”

The general seemed satisfied. “Oh good—the
Russian territories.”

David did not pay attention to the comment by
the old-school soldier. It was obvious that the general was still
living in the Cold War. “But before it all starts, we have to
prepare certain things. Donald?”

“Yes, David?”

“How much did your company get for the
two heavy water nuclear reactors you sold to North
Korea?”

“The project was worth $200
million.”

“Did the Koreans pay for
it?”

“Every cent.”

“Good. We’re moving into North Korea
then. As you said earlier, make up some bullshit story like you
always do.”

Laughter filled the room again. David
continued, “We have to strengthen our presence in Southeast Asia
and move closer to China. They’re growing stronger, and we have to
contain them. We have to run the show and get the bigger piece of
cake.”

David’s phone rang. “Excuse me,” he said,
picking it up. “Yes?”

“Sir, we found another
chamber.”

“And?”

“There’s a stone square box inside with
a lid.”

“Did you have a look
inside?”

“No. Our grinder got stuck and the
motor burnt out.”

“Who knows about it?”

“Myself, two scientists working on it,
and one of my men.”

“Call me as soon as you find out
more.”

“Okay, sir.”

David hung up. His thoughts went astray.
Could this be the end to my search?

Dick gave him a curious look. “Is everything
okay?”

David smiled at his
nosiness. “Dick, curiosity killed the cat. This is none of your
business, and I’d like it to stay that way. Sorry but there’s no
share for your bloody companies in this one.”

 



CHAPTER 16 - LONDON,
ENGLAND

 


The airplane’s engines were warming up on the
British Airways flight to Cairo. Aleksandra looked out the window
at the cloudy grey Heathrow sky. She fastened her seatbelt and
closed her eyes trying to relax and leave the odd weekend behind.
As the plane took off, she fell asleep and sailed into another
vivid dream.

She walked through a
dark temple. Without windows it was impossible to determine if it
was day or night. The path in front of her was made visible by
randomly placed candles and torches. Stale air and dust made it
difficult to breathe. She could see and feel her bare feet touching
the cold stone floor in front of her, but her feet were bigger and
darker than she expected. She realised she was someone else. When
she noticed her legs were stronger and masculine, she knew she was
a man, a familiar one. She was Nefer-tem. Something was worrying
the Keeper of the Knowledge, and he was deep in his thoughts.

Is this nightmare ever going to stop?

The torches sticking out of the walls
illuminated Nefer-tem’s silhouette. As he walked, three uneven
shadows played in the rhythm of the flames.

We have been
preparing for the Awakening Day for a long time, but many centuries
will pass before that day comes. I wonder if we will endure and
succeed. Our enemies are vicious and strong.

He opened the heavy wooden doors and entered
the room. Eleven priests in red gowns with hoods were sitting in a
circle. As he joined them, the circle of twelve was complete. They
all closed their eyes and slowly entered into a trance that led
them to the subconscious world—The Real World. Their minds
were now on a higher plateau—the one that could not be
reached by the Watchers. Nefer-tem started emitting his thoughts to
the eleven other priests in the room.

My brothers and
sisters, you have studied great secrets during these past years.
Some have failed our expectations and will never learn and
understand what you already know. You have learnt things that you
did not dream existed, and you passed all the tests. Today you are
ready. Today is the day of your second initiation.

The twelve were levitating just above the
floor. Ever since the Great Flood withdrew, we have been working
on a plan for freedom. Our work has been kept under the utmost
secrecy throughout the centuries. This was and is the only way if
we want to succeed in a fight against the Watchers. They came to
our world many centuries ago and enslaved our minds, souls, and
spirits. They created a network of mystery schools and secret
societies to covertly introduce their agenda, which has centralised
control of our world, while, at the same time, they invented
religions to mentally and emotionally imprison and divide the human
race and as such, control it more easily. They built this world of
wars, hunger, disease, deceits, and sorrow. Our minds are
entrapped. The human race is hypnotized. We live in the pre-planned
world believing in limits, while the truth is we are free as much
as our thoughts are free. This physical world is an unreal world
where everything that is—isn’t, and where everything
that isn’t—is. We are made to believe that many
things are impossible to do or achieve, while in the Real World,
where our subconscious is, everything is possible. Look at us. We
are levitating and to us it is normal, but in the world they made
for us this is impossible. Human minds are entrapped. Therefore
human souls and spirits are entrapped too.

The Watchers are not like us. They are a race
of interbreeding bloodlines of shape-shifting humanoids that
descended from the cold darkness. They have the power to transform
their shapes to look like us or any other being … but they are
different and think differently from us. They have ruled our world
covertly for thousands of years without the majority of us even
knowing it. They thrive on suffering, fear, and hatred. It is they
who built this fake world of wars and religions in order to
manipulate and control us. It is they who misuse and misinterpret
the inspirations of great minds in our history in order to bind us
to religions they invent and control.

But we have fought and we will continue to
fight—and not the way they want us to. We have not, nor will we,
wage wars and produce suffering, fear, and hatred. Our fight is
different. For centuries we have been passing on the knowledge and
have been teaching the masses, preparing their minds, souls, and
spirits for the Awakening Day. Many centuries will pass before we
reach the number of initiated ones needed to break the spell.

This is a long fight, and it will be fought
for many years to come. We, the Keepers of the Knowledge, will win
in the end.

These were the last thoughts emitted by
Nefer-tem during the initiation of the new Keepers of the
Knowledge. He left eleven priests in the room to digest the
stunning truth he’d just passed on to them.

It was always amusing to Nefer-tem to feel and see the
reactions of his apprentices during the second initiation.
As usual, they did not expect this. It’s shocking, when you
think that you’ve learnt almost everything, to open a new door that
leads you to a new ocean of knowledge. It’s shocking to realise how
little you knew.

As he left the shadow of the underground
temple, the rays of the sharp desert sun blinded the priest’s eyes.
With a tear in his eye, he managed to see three horses. Ushar-tek
and Iseas were waiting for him.

“We haven’t got much time. We have to
be in the Sacred Valley of the Pyramids before dawn.”

He checked the package on his horse.
Everything was there, the Book of Life and the Sword of Agni.

Is there a
traitor among us, or have we made a mistake somewhere? How did the
information about the book leak to the Watchers? The temple is not
safe anymore.

The three horsemen took
off in a hurry leaving a cloud of desert dust behind.

 


After a few hours of flying above the deep
blue Mediterranean Sea, Aleksandra was woken by the rubber squeak
of the airplane tires as they hit the runway at Cairo Airport,
adding a couple of black line marks to its already extensive
collection. It was late afternoon, and the air above the ground
wiggled in heat.

What a dream!

 



CHAPTER 17 - NEW YORK CITY,
USA

 


In the dark dojo, the big silhouette moved
silently in a Tai chi pattern, the fighting pattern of slow
movements, breathing, and drawing energy. It moved its strong arms,
legs, and body with every muscle dancing to the rhythm of inhaling
and exhaling. However, there was something odd about the
silhouette. It also moved its tail—a dragon tail.

A mobile phone started to vibrate in the
corner of the room. For one second, the silhouette was interrupted,
stopped the Tai chi pattern, and then slowly finished it. It
exhaled and closed its glowing green eyes for a moment before
moving towards the corner. The phone kept vibrating. As the
creature moved closer, its shape started to change. The fearsome
head was shrinking and transforming into a human one. The big claws
were turning into nails, and its armour was softening into skin. By
the time it picked up the phone, the shape-shift was complete.
David took his human form.

“It better be good!” he said into the
phone. He was naked.

“Sir, we have Code Seven.”

David’s heartbeat increased. So, the sword
is on the move again. “Go on!”

“We got the credit card info. The woman
residing in London bought the sword. We checked her apartment, but
neither she nor the sword is there. Luckily, we know where we can
find her.”

“Where?”

“Sir, she has gone to
Egypt.”

“Egypt? …” The sound coming out of
David’s throat was stronger, more powerful, as if it were not from
a human being.

The voice on the other side of the line
trembled with fear. “Yes, sir—Egypt.”

The moment of silence extended. The
uncomfortable breathing was the only thing that could be heard from
the other side of the line. David’s thoughts travelled to the
distant past. He mind-travelled back to Babylon 7000 years ago. He
was able to focus so clearly on the past events that remembering
was as vivid as if it was an event happening right now.

Suddenly, he enjoyed
the view from the hill in the middle of the city. His flags were
flying all over the city as it was still burning.

At last, Babel has
fallen. I am the ruler of Sumeria and Assyria.

He was holding a long
two-blade sword in his right hand and a heavy axe in the left.
Unlike his soldiers, he was not wearing armour. After all, he was
not a human being like them. His skin was his armour. The sharp end
of his dragon tail was covered in the enemy’s blood. Before I
gather my army to conquer Egypt, I will have to build a ziggurat on
Babel’s sacred ground. It will have to be the greatest of them all.
The ziggurats in Erech, Akkad, and Calneh are being built, and the
ones in Rehoboth, Calah, and Resen are finished already. But this
one here in Babel is the most important. It will gather most of the
energy and help me gain the powers.

The sound of armour
movements pulled him from his thoughts. One of his generals
approached. Gorad kneeled in front of him. “My lord, Nimrod, the
greatest of all, I confirm that Babel is in your possession now.
Our army controls all walls and all gates of the city.”

Although Gorad was a
huge man, he looked like a puppet next to Nimrod’s towering figure.
Nimrod spoke coldly. “Let the men take anything they find in the
city: gold, jewellery, and women. It will be my reward to them.” A
little smile passed over Gorad’s face, but it died suddenly when
his eyes met Nimrod’s. The master raised his voice and said, “But
remember, nobody enters the library or the palace!”

Gorad nodded. He looked
at the ground in front of him, too scared to lift his eyes in
Nimrod’s direction. The master commanded: “Bring me the architect!
Bring me Nefer-tem!”

 


David snapped out of the daydream and broke
the silence. “Send me the full report immediately, and keep
tracking her.”

“Yes, sir.”

David hung up the phone. Egypt? Maybe this
is the one I was waiting for. Could this woman, whoever she is,
know about the sword? And could she possibly know more than
that—perhaps about the secret chamber?

 



CHAPTER 18 - CAIRO,
EGYPT

 


The huge golden globe at the arrival building
at Terminal 1 of Cairo International Airport was mirrored in John’s
sunglasses. As he walked out through customs with his coat folded
over his left arm, his mind surfed through the sea of thoughts that
surrounded him. The territory was safe.

This is the first time
in my life I’m glad no one is waiting for me at the airport. But
what the fuck am I going to do in Cairo? A million thoughts hurled
to his mind. The people chasing him undoubtedly belonged to some
serious organisation, and he did not like that at all. The
realisation that it wouldn’t take them long to figure out where he
was, sent shivers up his spine. On the other hand, he knew that
going back home to London was not a good idea either. Shit! Going
to the embassy would be very stupid. What would I tell them? I’m
sure that the boys from MI6 would also think my new gift could be
useful for their dirty business. I’m in deep shit!

He was interrupted by another immediate
future peek. But this time he also felt a strange and pleasant
warmth in his chest. His heart started to pound harder. A beautiful
lady with long, black shiny hair passed him. John quickly turned
around to see her face before she’d actually walked by his side and
away from his life.

As Aleksandra passed by, the smell of her
perfume enchanted John. The positive energy she gave off affected
his heart even more. He suddenly forgot about the bad guys, Munich,
and MI6. Who knows? Maybe this is my lucky day.

John immediately
noticed that her handbag was unzipped and opened, but he was not
the only one. A foreign thought intruded his mind again.
Hmm, a wallet and passport ready for
taking! A local pickpocket was closing in behind her,
and John prepared for what was going to happen. It is definitely not his
lucky day.

Aleksandra
walked into the crowd heading towards the exit, the pickpocket
closed in, and just when he reached for her wallet, John swept both
his legs. Not today, my friend.
The thief lost his balance and instinctively reached into the
bag as he was falling, but John pulled him up by the
collar before he hit the floor. As she felt the intrusion,
Aleksandra squeezed the bag under her left arm and turned around
and hit the pickpocket in the plexus. The thief fell breathlessly
to the shiny marble floor. John had already taken the wallet from
him and was now handing it to the beautiful dark angel.

“At your
service, my lady! My name is John,” he said gallantly, indulging in
every moment of looking her straight in the eyes.

Aleksandra
looked at her protector and seemed to be pleased with what she
saw. Hmm, you are one brave and handsome
man. John … “John, thank you very much. You saved me
some real trouble here. It’s rare these days to meet a real
gentleman like yourself. I’m Aleksandra, nice to meet
you!”

John was learning quickly to control his
gift. To answer questions before they were asked would confuse and
scare people and bring him unwanted attention. He learnt to
distinguish between the different voices he heard coming from
people’s minds, as thoughts had their own timbre while the
words someone was about to speak had a distinctly different tone.
More often than not, he chose to focus on the thoughts people were
thinking that would never be spoken. His precognitive visions were
in dull colours and easy to distinguish from the reality of the
moment, and he could choose to focus on either. “It’s rare to meet
such a lady like yourself these days too, Aleksandra.” He looked at
the pickpocket. “What shall we do with him?”

She smiled. I don’t want to waste my time
at the police station, and this poor bastard would be on the
streets tomorrow anyway. “Since he was the reason we met, we
should give him one more chance. What do you think?”

Hmm, I love the way she thinks! The police
in my situation are out of the question. “I think it’s very
noble of you, and I would love to have a chance to get to know you.
How about coffee?”

“How about dinner?”

“Sure, dinner would be fantastic. I
would love that. Where are you staying?”

“I’m at the Nile Hilton,” Aleksandra
said.

Since John had no plans or reservations at
any hotel, he said, “What a coincidence! I’m staying at the Nile
Hilton too! Why don’t we share a taxi?”

“Why not? We’ll have more time for
acquaintance.”

Few minutes later, Aleksandra and John were
in a taxi on their way to the hotel. Aleksandra’s thoughts went
astray. Not even in my wildest dreams had I thought my life
would take such a path. All these things: Egypt, Nefer-tem, the
Great Pyramid, The Book of Life, and the sword of Agni still
confuse me. It’s all happening too fast.

Even though he was puzzled by her thoughts,
John was not taking his eyes off her. Aleksandra’s thoughts did not
make much sense to him but her beauty made him forget about that
instantly. He tried to make a conversation.

“You’re not English, are
you?”

“Are you judging by my looks or my
accent?”

“I would say both.”

“You’re right. I’m not.”

“So, what are you?”

Well, that’s a difficult question. If you
asked me three days ago, I would have known. I would tell you that
I’m Serbian from Sarajevo, but now I know that I’m also Egyptian
from Mennophir.

“I come from Sarajevo, former
Yugoslavia.” She laughed. I don’t even know where I come from. I
don’t know who I am.

John became a bit cautious. This is
confusing. What is she thinking about? Is she crazy? Or maybe she
just found out who her real father is. “Really? Were you there
when the war started?”

I hate talking about that war. Not
again. “Only for the first few weeks.”

Aleksandra closed her eyes as if she was
resting. I hope nobody breached the secret chamber of The
Book of Life. It has been 4000 years since I left it
there.

John could not help but look at her in
disbelief. No, it’s definitely not about her new father! What is
she talking about? Poor girl, something’s wrong with her. I’ll give
her some space and time to rest.” John grabbed the English
newspapers that a previous passenger had left behind and opened the
world news section.

We need proof from Saddam that he does not
possess weapons of mass destruction.

“This is ridiculous!” John said with a
laugh.

Aleksandra opened her eyes. “What?”

“It’s so obvious that they’re going to
war with Iraq no matter what Saddam does. First they forced him to
accept the UN inspections—”

She interrupted him. “Which he did, and they
thought he wouldn’t.”

“Yes, and now they’re trying to find
another excuse to spend our money on new bombs. The inspectors
couldn’t find weapons of mass destruction, and now they’re turning
the logic around. They want Saddam to prove that he doesn’t posses
those weapons. How is he going to do that? It’s impossible. Bloody
bullies!”

“It’s very unlikely that the Iraqis
still have those weapons, even if they had them at some point.
Anyway, there are other countries that do have such weapons
and aren’t being attacked for it: China, Iran, Pakistan, India,
France, Russia, U.S.A., UK, South Africa, Israel, and I’m sure
others.”

“It’s not that I like Saddam—on
the contrary—but I hate to see those blood-thirsty
colonialists do whatever they wish. They can invade any country
they choose, kill thousands of innocent people, and get away with
it. It’s a pity, but this whole masquerade is just about
oil.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s just about oil. I
would say it’s all about control.”

John looked surprised. “What do you
mean?”

“Controlling oil is another way of
controlling its consumers—us, the human majority—all over the
world.”

“You’re right!” John pointed at the
newspapers. “Another way to control is by owning the media that can
turn every lie into a truth and vice versa.”

“Absolutely! Also, if you control
education, you control how we think and what we know.”

“I never thought of that. You think
they meddle with our education as well?”

“Do you really think that everything
you learnt at school is true?”

“I know that
history is written by winners.”

“Exactly! Think of it. Let’s say,
hypothetically, Hitler won the Second World War. We would have
never found out about the Holocaust.”

“Hmm, you’re probably
right.”

“Even if somebody told you about it,
you wouldn’t believe it to be true because it’s so horrible that
you couldn’t imagine someone would be capable of doing such
monstrous things.”

“You’re absolutely right.”

“Now, imagine how many times the true
history has been amended to comply with what was appropriate for
winners and rulers.”

“Who knows?”

“Take a look at just a few examples.
During the Inquisition, they burnt so many books on ancient history
so they could impose their versions of life and God; the Cultural
Revolution in China almost destroyed thousand of years of Chinese
history; Hitler burnt thousands of books on history and philosophy
that were labelled ‘inadequate.’”

“Wow, you’re really opening my eyes
here,” John said.

“It’s so easy to forge history. It is
hard to deceive adults who already know the facts of what happened
in their time, but new generations get offered only the adjusted
information in schools, and after three generations or a hundred
years, nobody knows the truth anymore— only what they learnt in
schools.”

“Amazing!” John’s ears were burning.
If I didn’t know she was crazy, I would be falling in love right
now.

“Do you know that the official history
as we know it is the one imposed during the
Inquisition?”

“Really?”

“It’s a Western version of history, or
precisely the Germanic history school version, that’s almost
totally false. And if you think about it, you’ll realise that you
learnt that the world’s prosperity started in Western Europe during
the Renaissance period and that not much existed before. But the
truth is that it’s just a copy of what had already existed in the
East for thousands of years or it’s looting brought over by
crusaders and colonialists.”

They hit a traffic jam, and the heat in the
car made them start sweating.

Aleksandra continued, “Did you know that
Constantinople was bigger than all the western capitals put
together, including London, Paris, Venice, Rome, and others, only a
thousand years ago? Those famous horse sculptures on St. Marco’s
church in Venice were stolen from Constantinople by Venetians in
the Fourth Crusade, which, by the way, was planned to free
Jerusalem from the ‘infidels.’ But the organisers of the crusade
promised the crusaders more loot than there existed in Jerusalem,
so the course was changed towards Constantinople, which was the
only place, if looted, that could pay the promised rewards.”

“Cheeky bastards!”

“Nothing has changed since. Today’s
crusades they call ‘humanitarian interventions’ and ‘bringing
democracy and freedom.’ They still use the same excuses for looting
and gaining power.”

“How do you know all this?”

“I read, listen, and observe—but not
only what we’re served. I don’t like to be kept in the
dark.”

“Wow, this is a lecture I won’t forget.
You have to give me a reading list. It looks like I need some
enlightenment.” Maybe she’s not crazy after all. Who am I to judge
someone? If I told somebody that I could read their thoughts, they
would distance themselves from “the loco.” … I have to find out
more about this girl.

 


 



CHAPTER 19

 


“Those who look inside shall find the truth!”
Professor Abi Nader said to himself while pulling another mussel
from its shell that was swimming in a white wine sauce.

“Professor, please, we’re not alone
here. I don’t want anybody hearing our conversation. I won’t be
comfortable if somebody finds out about the discovery,” said
Khazen, forever cautious, as a government clerk should
be.

“Sorry, Khazen, I just got carried
away. Can’t stop thinking about today. This is something that every
archaeologist only dreams about—to discover a hidden chamber
in the Great Pyramid of Giza.”

“I understand and feel the same. I
can’t imagine what we are to discover in there.”

“The thing that pisses me off is that
electrical spare part we have to wait for.”

“It really is a nerve eater. But Musa
promised it will be here in five days.”

A waiter hurriedly passed by their table. It
was dinnertime, and the restaurant of the Nile Hilton Hotel was
extremely busy.

“Waiter, please, another bottle of this
lovely Chardonnay! Khazen, you don’t mind?”

“Why do I care? The government is
paying for it.”

The waiter nodded,
acknowledging without even slowing down, and then frantically made
his way towards the kitchen. He almost bumped into the dark-haired
woman in a sexy green evening dress stretched to accentuate the
shape of her body. She was walking towards the professor and
Khazen, and for a moment their thoughts left the pyramid and the
secret chamber.

Abi Nader’s eyes shined. “Now that’s what I
call a real woman!”

“I could not agree with you more. I
hope that our discovery will be as attractive.”

Those two pairs of eyes were not the only
ones that devoured the beauty as she walked through the restaurant.
John was already waiting at the table when Aleksandra walked
in.

As she approached the table, John stood up
and pulled out her seat for her, then returned to his own chair and
said, “I took the liberty of ordering a bottle of Dom
Perignon.”

“Hmm, my favourite! I love
champagne.”

Aleksandra and John were sitting not far away
from the professor and Khazen. Only one table divided them. The
professor was still starring at Aleksandra.

“Lucky bastard!” he said, now looking
at John.

Khazen laughed at him. “Don’t be so jealous.
I think we’re luckier. We have our secret chamber.”

The envious face of Abi Nader slowly
transformed into a pleased one. “You’re right, Khazen. Cheers!”

“Cheers!”

A few moments later, glasses rose at John and
Aleksandra’s table as well. “For the destiny that merged us!”

Aleksandra looked into John’s eyes. “For the
destiny!”

The conversation at the professor’s table
continued. “Could you explain to me, professor, why there are
pyramids both in Africa and in South America?”

“Well, Khazen, there are pyramids in
China and Java too. But let me go back to your question.
Researchers have been trying to prove that there was a connection
between the two civilizations for years.”

“Those of America and
Africa?”

“Yes. There are many striking
similarities, not only in pyramids, but also in customs, religious
beliefs, clothing, and other things.”

“But how can that be possible when
those civilizations existed four thousand years ago and America was
discovered by Columbus only six hundred years ago?”

“The question is: was it discovered or
re-discovered? There are written documents showing that both the
Vikings and Phoenicians visited a land whose description matches
that of America long before Columbus. Also, there are some
indications that even the Russians and Chinese had visited the
Americas before Columbus.”

“Really? I didn’t know
that.”

“Not only that, but recent DNA tests
were carried out on mummies of the Egyptian Pharaohs in the British
Museum. The results were revolutionary. They showed traces of
cocaine in their gums. This was connected to some pyramid carvings
showing Pharaohs with a few leaves sticking out of their mouths.
Therefore, it was concluded that the Pharaohs used to chew on coca
leaves.”

“So what?”

“The coca plant, out of whose leaves
cocaine derives, only grows in South America.”

“I see.”

“So it proves that the Egyptians and
the South Americans at least had developed trade routes. So America
was not an uncharted territory for them. This further explains
similarities in everything else. They were probably the same
civilization.”

“Very interesting! But how come they
lost contact with each other?”

“There must have been a great natural
disaster that destroyed their civilization.”

“Like what?”

“Ever heard of the Great
Flood?”

“It’s a biblical myth.”

“Believe me, Khazen, most of the myths
are distant events that really happened. The only difficulty is
deriving the original story after thousands of mouths have told it
to thousands of ears.” The professor ate another mussel, sipped
some more wine, and then continued. “If you take more evidence into
account, you’ll get a clearer picture. For example, compare when
the Great Flood supposedly happened and when the great civilization
of Atlantis supposedly vanished—both occurred at about the same
time.”

Khazen stared at Abi Nadir and chewed on a
tuna steak that was quickly disappearing from the plate in front of
him.

“The myth of Atlantis says there was a
great civilization on the big island that vanished in a natural
disaster. Plato, who was the first to write down this story, put
the location of Atlantis outside the collars of Hercules, meaning
outside the Gibraltar Straits.”

“Atlantic Ocean?”

“Yes, and if you put together this
story, the story about the Great Flood, and the story about the
mummies and cocaine, you can conclude that there might have been an
island of Atlantis that was the centre of the great civilization.
It had its off-springs in North Africa and South and Central
America. When the Great Flood happened, which might have been
caused by a big meteorite or sudden volcanic eruptions or global
warming that melted glaciers at the poles, it washed away the
island of Atlantis destroying the great civilization. The survivors
in South America and North Africa lost contact with each other and
forgot about each other’s existence throughout the
ages.”

“But did Atlantis really
exist?”

“Who knows? I wish it did, but so far
we can’t be certain because nobody has found it yet.”

“Why? It’s not a needle in a
haystack.”

“You’re right, it isn’t. But thousands
of years have passed, and if it was under water, it would really be
very difficult to trace. Marine archaeology has not been explored
much due to technological boundaries, but the seabed holds many
answers. Maybe the technology of the future will help us find the
answers to many mysteries.”

“Like it will help us today to discover
what’s inside the secret chamber?”

“Exactly! Let us drink to that. To
technology!”

“To technology!”

Two tables away, romance was under way.

“You never told me what you do,”
Aleksandra commented.

“I used to be a professional soldier,
but now I run a security company.”

“When you say, you run a security
company, what does it really mean?”

“Well, I manage the company
…”

Before he was able to finish the sentence,
her thought interrupted him. What is it that you manage?
Bodyguards?

“No, I don’t manage bodyguards,” he
said, laughing—and instantly realised his mistake, mentally blaming
it on the champagne. She looked defensive and wondered how he knew
what she was going to ask him.

“I mean, the company is not a
bodyguard’s joint, although we have a department that deals with
that. When I say it’s a security company, the first thing people
think of is bouncers. I saw the question in your eyes.” I’m
pushing myself deeper and deeper in the mud. He took another
sip of the fine champagne and then continued. “I manage security
for big businesses, not only physical, but also property and data
security. It’s a whole complex system.” I hope I didn’t totally
blow it.

She gave him a little smile. “I see.”

John needed to change the subject quickly.
The champagne glass in Aleksandra’s hand was a halfway filled with
the bubbly golden liquid. He topped it off and said, “Do you know
the story of Dom Perignon?”

“No, I don’t.”

“This famous champagne was named after
Dom Perignon who lived in the seventeenth century and was a
Benedictine monk whose job at the abbey, where he lived, was to
take care of the bookkeeping. During his free time, he started
taking care of the abbey’s vineyard.”

“Really? So that’s how it
started?”

John was feeling more confident as his story
telling found a fertile ground. “Yes. Also, there’s a general
belief that he invented champagne, but that isn’t true. Champagne
was invented almost a hundred years before his time, but he was the
first to make white wine from black grapes, essential for the
champagne of today.” It was starting to sound like a lecture, but
he couldn’t stop. “But most importantly, he initiated the art of
blending. He blended different grapes from the abbey’s different
parcels and also used the grapes from other farmers. The funny part
of the story is that all of his tireless work and experiments were
done with the aim of eliminating the sparkle in the wine.”

“Why would he do such a thing?
Champagne is famous because of that bubbly sensation it gives
you.”

“Yes, but it only became famous and
popular later. During that time, the sparkle in the wine was one of
the biggest problems for winemakers.”

“You’re joking!”

“The fermentation caused bottles to
explode, and they had difficulties solving this.”

“I’m so glad they solved the problem
since,” she replied, looking at the bubbles in her glass travelling
upward and exploding on the surface. She took a slow sip,
appreciating the knowledge she had just acquired. John enjoyed
every moment of watching her.

“Aleksandra, you haven’t told me what
you do, yet.”

“I graduated in anthropology, but while
I was still at university I started working as a model to pay off
my rent. My career shot off and here I am still enjoying posing in
front of cameras and walking the runways.”

“That explains why you’re so beautiful
and so smart at the same time.”

She laughed loudly. “Thank you, John. You
really know how to sweet talk a girl.”

“Well, I’m trying. Are you here on
business?”

If you only knew … I’m here to get that
book before it falls into the wrong hands. “No, I’m not. This
is, I would say, an unplanned holiday for me.”

What is she talking
about? What book? “Why unplanned?”

“Well, I’m supposed to be in London now
rehearsing for the fashion week, but instead I came here because I
overworked myself and my doctor ordered me to get some
rest.”

“I feel more and more like we didn’t
meet by chance. This is destiny,” John said. The champagne had
started to work on both of them.

“You’re so cute … and probably right.
Nothing happens without a reason.”

“And I think that you’re the most
incredible woman I’ve ever met.” Why is this happening to me
now? John wondered. For the first time in my life, I meet
somebody really worthy of my attention and it has to be in the
middle of the craziest thing I’ve ever been
through.”

“John …” Aleksandra suddenly lost her
breath as the lights flashed in front of her eyes and there she
was, the man in the middle of the circle of the red gowned and
hooded men. His naked body was painted red and white, and he was
kneeling in front of an open book. While he read and whispered in
Sanskrit, one of the priests approached him from the right holding
the sword in both hands. It was the sword of Agni. Still whispering
the words, the naked man leaned even more forward exposing his
neck. The priest raised his hands and took a hard swing.

“Ooh!”

She snapped out of it and looked at John, who
had a puzzled look on his face.

What was that? “Are you okay?” he
asked.

Oh, God, I don’t want to know what he saw
on my face. “What do you mean?”

You don’t have to pretend. I saw what you
saw. “You were going to tell me something and then … you seemed
to be lost for a moment.”

Great! It was only a moment. “I’m
sorry, John. My thoughts just went astray. I forgot what I was
about to say.”

The waiter arrived with their meals.

I wonder what she’s hiding. This is no
ordinary stuff. I saw the circle of men in red hoods … “Don’t
worry. Now that the food is here, let’s eat before it gets cold.”


“Oh yes, the food looks great. Arabic
is my favourite cuisine,” Aleksandra commented, wondering why the
visions continued after her hypnosis session.

She had a vision like this before? “It
smells as good as it looks. Bon appetite!”

It seems like my old memories are all
coming back to me gradually. I need more of this champagne!
“Bon appetite and cheers!” She raised her glass once
more.

John’s mind was racing. I wonder what the
man in the middle of the circle was reading. It was a strange book
… and that sword … too weird. Maybe she’s a member of a cult; I’d
better be careful. “Cheers!” he said, as their glasses clinked
together. John sipped more champagne, and the bubbly sensation
brought him pleasure again. They started to eat, and the doubts and
worries were soon overpowered by their feelings for each other.
After all, love is the strongest emotion of all.

It was getting late. Khazen and Professor Abi
Nadir had gone, and so had everybody else in the restaurant. John
looked at the empty restaurant and then at the waiter. “The bill,
please!”

The waiter nodded with concealed relief and
brought them the bill he’d already prepared.

“It has been one of the most memorable
evenings I’ve ever had. Thank you, John.” I wish I could tell
you what’s happening to me.

“Aleksandra, I can’t even begin to tell
you how much what you just said means to me. This is an evening I
will never forget.” He put his hand out and said, “I’ll see you to
your room.”

She took his hand and led him out of the
restaurant towards the elevators. This is a temptation I will
not resist.

While they waited for the elevator, neither
of them spoke. The tension was rising with anticipation, as they
were both breathing heavily and their hands started to sweat. The
lift finally arrived, and the two hopped in, still hand in hand.
John pressed Level 5, and before the doors were completely closed,
they jumped on each other. She bit him on the neck while he licked
her ear. It was fifteen seconds of the most passionate kissing the
liftboy standing in the corner had ever seen. They did not notice
him when they came in, and he was too embarrassed to reveal his
presence now. The lift stopped.

“Have a good night,” he said with a
wink as they walked out onto the fifth floor. They both started to
laugh, realising what had happened.

“Do you want to come in?” she
asked.

Instead of replying with words, he kissed her
gently and stepped into the room with her.

 


The following morning, the desert sun sneaked
into the hotel room and revealed two entangled naked bodies.
Aleksandra’s long dark hair was scattered over John’s face and
chest. Bright sunrays warmed Aleksandra’s eyelids, and she started
to move lazily in her bed. She opened her eyes for a second, saw
John next to her, and smiled. She removed her hair from his face,
and her lips gently touched his eyes. He felt the warmth and
stretched his arms and lips craving for more.

“Good morning, my prince.”

“This isn’t a good morning—it’s the
best morning of my life!” he replied, “And you’re the best thing
that ever happened to me.”

I love you. She did not say it out
loud, but hugged and squeezed him as hard as she could.

John was overwhelmed by her thought. I can’t
believe this. I’m so happy! “Let’s have breakfast by the swimming
pool!”

“Great idea, but first …” Her hand slid
down between his legs. John was already hard.

 


Two hours later, John and Aleksandra sat by
the pool, listening to the breeze playing with palm leaves and
indulging in watermelons and dates.

I have to go to the pyramid today. I hope
everything is still in place, Aleksandra’s thought intruded
John’s mind.

John could hardly resist any longer. Why
the pyramid? She’s even hiding it from herself. “It’s so lovely
here. We could stay in the sun all day. What do you think?”

I won’t be able to go to Giza before dark
anyway… “Why not? It’s a good idea. We’re on holiday, aren’t
we?”

What is she hiding? I know she has
feelings for me, but she still doesn’t trust me. His eyes
adored her. She was so gorgeous. Well, I haven’t told her about
my little secret either.

 



CHAPTER 20

 


Aleksandra stopped the car in the shadow of
the dune. It had been exhausting explaining to hotel security why
she needed to retrieve her sword from the hotel safe in the middle
of the night. She doubted he bought her story about visiting a
museum professor for an evaluation of the archaeological piece.

The moon was full and high. It was a
five-minute walk from the Giza plateau, and she could see the three
great pyramids towering over the horizon. The laser show moved from
one pyramid to another, to the Sphinx and back again. Staying in
the shadows to avoid unnecessary attention, she made her way to the
pyramids. The crowd of tourists was still there watching the light
show even though it was fairly late. As Aleksandra approached the
two night guards standing at the fence, she was surprised to
realise she could understand what they were saying to each other
even though they were speaking Arabic. They were talking about the
football match between Egypt and Morocco to be played next Sunday.
It was the qualifier for the African Cup.

She sneaked past them and reached the Great
Pyramid while the light show and tourists’ attention were focused
on the other side. The entry corridor descended, and as she crept
in, she turned on the pocket light and started counting the stone
blocks. After a few minutes of nearly crawling through the narrow
corridor with the low ceiling, she stopped. Sixty-five. Here we
are.

She unrolled the package she had been
carrying, and the reflections off the Sword of Agni lit the
corridor. Aleksandra grabbed the handle, lifted up the sword, aimed
the blade in between blocks sixty-four and sixty-five and thrust it
through. It triggered a grinding noise, and block sixty-six slowly
moved backwards. It stopped after ten seconds, leaving the hidden
meter and half tall by meter wide entrance open and revealing a set
of stairs that led upward.

She waited a few moments to make sure the
guards hadn’t heard anything. Everything was quiet. But just as she
was about to enter, the noise of rushing steps echoed from the
direction she’d just come in. Aleksandra turned around and saw two
guards illuminating their way with pocket lights and rushing
towards her as quickly as the narrow path allowed them to.

“Hey you, stop! What are you doing
here?”

To her surprise, she felt very calm. She
decided to move towards them so they couldn’t see the secret
entrance. When they saw she was not trying to run, the guards
slowed down and then continued to walk towards her with the light
pointing directly in her face.

“Hey, woman, what are you doing here in
the middle of the night? The monuments are closed to the public
now.”

She donned her most innocent facial
expression and acted as if she did not understand Arabic—which she
didn’t until twenty minutes ago. They realised she was foreign, and
one of them started to get angry as he spoke to her in broken
English.

“Listen, woman! We take you custody
now. You be charged for attempt to steal Egyptian national
property. You get ten to fifteen years for that. Unless
…”

As he was trying to scare her, he moved his
body very close to hers and started breathing down her neck and
touching her nipples through her already sweat-damp shirt. Instead
of finishing the sentence, the guard screamed in pain. She’d
grabbed his hand, turned his wrist with a cracking noise, and
stabbed him in the neck with two fingers. A sharp pain and
suffocation throw him down breathless. The other guard received a
drop-heel kick to the neck and followed his friend down to the
stone floor two seconds later. The first guard groaned trying
desperately to breath in some air before he was shut up with a
hammering fist. The silence conquered the pyramid.

Hey! What? I don’t remember having any
Karate lessons. Maybe Vera would have some answers for me now.
These assholes will probably watch the Sunday match in the
hospital. A little smile escaped. She seemed satisfied with her
new discoveries but did not want to admit it. After all, she was a
little concerned about the fact that she just knocked two guards
unconscious. She felt pain in her right hamstring. I must have
pulled my muscle when I kicked that guard.

Her knowledge was coming back, but her body
had not yet adapted to it. Suddenly, a silent silhouette moved out
of the shadows in front of her. She automatically took a stance to
defend herself from the possible attack, but then she recognised
him.

“John?”

John looked impressed by what he’d just
witnessed. “Next time you go on a dangerous mission, ask me to join
you first.”

Aleksandra just shook her head. What? No!
This is too much for one night!

“It’s amazing what you did to these
guys. I couldn’t do any better. I was going to help, but you didn’t
give me a chance.”

“Have you been following me?” This
is getting worse and worse. Who are you really? How did you
know?

“Aleksandra, please don’t be pissed
off. Yes, I followed you, but nobody sent me here, and I still have
no idea who you are and what you’re up to.” She stared at him in
disbelief, still alert but also confused. John continued. “I owe
you a little explanation. I know this will sound strange, but in
our short acquaintance, I haven’t lied to you about anything. I
just avoided telling you the whole truth about myself.” He paused
for a second. She waited as he looked at the guards on the floor.
“I don’t know how to put this, and maybe this isn’t the perfect
moment or place.” He paused again, took a deep breath, and then
continued. “The way I found out you were coming here tonight is
very simple—but hardly believable.” He paused again. She could
sense he felt awkward about what he was about to say. “I can read
people’s thoughts.”

“You can what?” 

“It’s a long story. I’ll explain
everything after we go back to the hotel. Let’s finish what you
came here for, before …” He looked at the guards again. “…somebody
else arrives.”

Aleksandra didn’t know what to do. I’m
confused—

Before she could finish her thought, John
said, “I’m confused too. Even though I can intercept your thoughts,
you’re still a puzzle to me; it’s as if you’re hiding something
even from yourself.”

At this point, Aleksandra decided to check
the validity of his words by only communicating with John using her
thoughts. You can really read my mind?

“Yes, but let’s play later.”

It seems that I have no choice. Follow
me!

John checked both guards. They were still
alive but unconscious. “They won’t wake up for a while, but we’d
better hurry up.”

Aleksandra pulled the sword out from between
the blocks. She looked at John, still not knowing his intentions,
and then looked at the blade in her hand. I feel safer with
this.

He smiled at her. “I know how you feel. I
would feel safer with that too.”

She tightened her grip on the weapon, and
they slowly went through the opening and started up the stairs.
John looked at the hieroglyphs carved into the wall and realised
there was something unorthodox about them. “Is it my imagination,
or am I seeing spacecrafts and astronauts carved on these
walls?”

Aleksandra continued walking, replying with
her thoughts. You see fine, and those astronauts are our ancient
gods.

After a few minutes of climbing the stairs,
they arrived at a narrow, tunnel-like passage that led to a dead
end. Aleksandra crouched down. Stay here!

She crawled to the end and thrust the sword
between two stones. Slowly grinding its path, two stones blocking
the way moved sideways, one to the right and the other to the left.
The dead end suddenly was not so dead anymore. In front of her
appeared the chamber. Stale and dusty air hit her nostrils and made
her cough. The chamber, overlaid by white limestone, was just big
enough for Aleksandra to straighten up and touch the ceiling with
her head. In the middle of it stood the cube-shaped polished black
stone with a lid on top. The hieroglyphic carvings on the black
stone read: THOSE WHO LOOK INSIDE SHALL FIND THE TRUTH. On the
other side of the chamber, Aleksandra noticed something
peculiar.

There’s a cut in the stone wall … God, I hope
I’m not too late.

She lifted the heavy stone lid with both
hands and was relieved to see the flat, dark metal box still there.
The top of the box was carved with some ancient symbols that she
somehow knew was Sanskrit. In front of her lay one of the most
important works inspired by the gods. She read the title and
whispered, “The Book of Life!” It’s in fine condition.
Everything is preserved perfectly. The pyramid did a good job.
She looked at the other side of the chamber at the cut in the wall.
But this was just in the nick of time.

John whispered from the end of the tunnel,
“Hurry! I hear some noises outside!”

She quickly put the cover back on, and they
left the chamber with the book. As soon as she pulled the sword out
of the wall, the chamber closed behind her. They rushed downstairs
and could hear the noise that was coming from outside the pyramid.
The guards were still sleeping where they had left them.

“Aleksandra, stay here. I’m going
outside to check the situation.”

She nodded, and he left as fast and quietly
as he had appeared. She thrust the sword between the blocks and
closed the secret passage and then wrapped both the book and the
sword. John returned and whispered, “Two other guards are pissed
off because these two aren’t at their post. We’d better hurry
up.”

“Where’s your car?”

“I followed you in a cab.”

“Okay. Mine is about five minutes from
here, back near the Giza plateau—though if you followed me, you
already know that.” John just smiled.

A few minutes later, they jumped in the
rented Volkswagen Beetle and drove back to the city. He couldn’t
resist anymore.

“Aleksandra, tell me, who is the man
painted in red and white sitting in the middle of the
circle?”

What? How do you know?

He answered before she opened her mouth.
“When you had that vision in the restaurant last night, I saw it
too.”

But how can that be possible?

“I can read the thoughts you’re
projecting when I’m around.”

She could not help but laugh. “It’s getting
to be too much. This is like a week in Wonderland! Everything was
normal until that Saturday morning. I’ll never leave my house on
weekend mornings again!”

“So, who is that red and white
chap?”

Well, this might not sound unbelievable to
you, so I’m just going to think about it …

After forty minutes of driving in silence,
they arrived at the hotel just as the dawn was slowly illuminating
the city.

“What a story! So now that you’ve found
the book, what are you going to do with it?”

“I’m not sure yet. I’ll first try to
read it, see what’s inside, and then we’ll see.”

“I feel so relieved.”

“Why?”

“When I read your thoughts in the
beginning without seeing the broader picture, I thought you were
either a nutcase or a member of a cult.” The laughter broke loose
in the car, relieving their stress.

“I’m so happy I could share this with
you. It was a heavy burden to keep to myself.”

John and Aleksandra parked the car, then went
into the hotel and put the sword back in the hotel safe, and then
continued the conversation.

“What about you?” Aleksandra said. “How
are you able to read people’s thoughts?”

“It all started few days ago at the
World Karate Championship. I know exactly how confused you are
since I’m going through the same thing! I can’t talk on an empty
stomach. Let’s have breakfast, and I’ll tell you all about
it.”

A few minutes later, John and Aleksandra were
sitting at the rooftop restaurant, Rotisserie Belvedere,
enjoying a breathtaking view of the twilight on the river Nile and
the city of Cairo. The lights from the skyscrapers towering over
the other side of the riverbank reflected off the Nile’s surface. A
piano was being played in the background.

Aleksandra looked at the package on her lap.
“I’m dying to see what the book says.”

“Me too.”

The waiter stepped forward. “Are you ready to
order?”

“To start, we’ll have a bottle of cold
water,” John said. “I heard your French cuisine is famous around
here.”

The waiter nodded proudly. He was wearing all
white: jacket, shirt, trousers, shoes, and even gloves.

“Give us few more minutes before we
decide.”

“Very well, sir.” The waiter left
discreetly.

Aleksandra smiled at John. “So John, tell me
what happened at the Karate World Championship!”

He leaned forward and kissed her gently.

 



CHAPTER 21

 


The lift door opened, and Aleksandra and John
got out on the fifth floor. John was carrying the package, and
Aleksandra was thinking about the story he’d just told her. When
they reached John’s room, he reached for the door handle and then
quickly pulled Aleksandra back behind him in the corridor. It was
another of his short precognitions. There was a man in the
shadows waiting with a gun. As John entered the room, the man came
out and pointed the gun at his head.

John entered the room prepared. Before the
man had a chance to point the gun, John locked the arm that held
the weapon and then cracked his wrist. At the same time a silenced
gunshot hit the ceiling, Aleksandra threw herself on the floor.
Still holding the gun in his hand, the man turned his body around
releasing the lock. John’s sudden movement and speed came as a
surprise to the attacker, but he was not an easy ride. As he was
turning around, he went for the kick in John’s left kneecap. Before
he reached the knee, John’s left leg flew through the air and into
the man’s face. John was just too fast for the attacker. As the man
was falling down, he managed to shoot twice at John but he was
always a split of a second behind. Just before he hit the ground,
John’s pointed finger jabbed forcefully at his neck. The man
dropped the gun and started to shake, making strange grumbling
noises. After a few seconds, he went silent and stopped moving.

“Is he dead?” Aleksandra
whispered.

“No, he’s unconscious and temporarily
paralyzed.”

“Shall we call security?”

“Not just yet.”

Aleksandra peeked out into the corridor. No
movement, nobody, nothing. She shut the door, turned on the lights,
closed the curtains, and then just stood there staring. John went
through man’s pockets. No ID, no communication devices. John
surmised the guy was working alone and was obviously professional.
It was just then that he looked at the attacker’s for the first
time.

“Oh my god …”

“What is it? Do you know
him?”

“His name is Olsen. He’s one of the
guys who jumped me in the Munich hospital!”

“What? Are you sure?”

“Of course I am! How could I forget
that? They found me so quickly!”

“What are we going to do?”

“Well, when he wakes up, I’ll ask him
questions and try to read his thoughts.”

“It’s not safe for you to stay here,”
Aleksandra said.

“I agree.”

She looked him in the eyes. I’ll come with
you.

He was hoping she would. “We should leave as
soon as we interrogate this bastard.”

Aleksandra opened the package on John’s bed
and placed the book on the desk.

“What are you doing? We don’t have time
for that now!”

“Let me have a peek at the book. I’m
dying to see if I can make anything of it.”

John finished tying up Olsen to the chair
with the bed sheets and then approached the desk curiously.
Aleksandra looked at the book’s metal case and read: “The Book
of Life.”

She turned to John.

John, this is amazing! Somehow I know that
this is written in Sanskrit. But the thing that shocks me even more
is that its pronunciation is strikingly similar to my language.

“And that would be what? English,
Egyptian, or …?”

“No … Serbian. There must be a
connection between Slavic languages and ancient
Sanskrit.”

“Well, if you say so. I’m not the
linguist.”

She opened the first page of the book and
read:

THOSE WHO LOOK INSIDE SHALL FIND THE
TRUTH.

Hmm, I’ve seen this carved in Egyptian
hieroglyphs on the stone tomb inside the pyramid. She turned to
the next page and read:

Those who are to read these words shall be
not fearful of death.

Those who are to use these words should have
conquered all their fears.

Those who are to speak these words shall be
above all sins and should be of pure pranha.

“What’s pranha?” John asked.

“It’s what Buddhists believe to be the
energy of breath and life.” She continued to read:

Do not fear death, since it is just the
transition to higher planes.

Do not fear death since you can use these
words to be born again …

The painful moaning from the chair in the
corner interrupted them. Olsen had just woken up but was still
paralyzed and in pain. Aleksandra quickly closed the book and hid
it before Olsen could open his eyes. John took another chair and
sat opposite him.

“So, here you are! Now tell me, Olsen,
who sent you and why?”

What the fuck? What happened? Someone tipped
me off. I’m beginning to hate this Englishman!

“Olsen, I’m asking you again, who do
you work for?”

Suddenly Olsen’s thoughts started to fly.
The company … find the Englishman … kidnap … his abilities …
interrogate … find out …

John looked worried. Oh, shit! This is not
good at all! He turned to Aleksandra. “Pack your stuff! We’re
leaving! We’d better hurry up!”

What did you find out?

I’ll explain later. We have to get out of
here.

She looked at Olsen. “What about him?”

John’s fist landed on Olsen’s temple and he
fainted again. “I’m going to take him to the empty room and tie him
up there. It will buy us some time.”

“Don’t you think it would be wiser to
call the police?”

“No, I don’t think so. After I tell you
who this guy is, you’ll agree. It would be too risky. Also, this
way we’ll be ahead of them.”

“Ahead of whom?”

“I’m not exactly sure, but some very
powerful organisation that wants me as a lab rat. I don’t know.
Let’s pack and leave! We’ll have plenty of time for talking
later.”

 


Half an hour later, the VW Beetle was roaring
through the crowded streets of Cairo. Although it was still very
early morning, the air-conditioning was on. John was gazing in
front of him and squeezing the steering wheel firmly with both
hands. Aleksandra sat next to him with the package under her
seat.

“Where are we going?”

“We’ll see. First, I had to make sure
nobody was following us.”

Aleksandra yawned. The past few days’ events
had taken a toll on her. I’m so tired. As they rounded the
next corner, they came across a nice hotel with a beautiful palm
garden. John parked the car and said, “You need some sleep. I’m
going to see if they have a room.”

“Okay, I’ll stay here and watch the
car.”

She lowered her seat as much as she could and
closed her eyes, but instead of darkness she entered the light.
Another memory flash overwhelmed her.

She was standing in a room with a great
window overlooking the hill a few hundred metres away. A huge
building was being constructed. The strange thing was that the huge
stone blocks, each weighing several tons, seemingly flew by
themselves through the air. In fact, the groups of people standing
nearby were mumbling and singing, making sounds whose vibrations
infested the blocks, lifting them from the ground to move freely
through the air. Aleksandra laughed at the scenery.

“He must be thinking he’s so close,”
she heard herself say. She turned her attention to the massive oak
table with the drawing of the great step pyramid to be
built.

“I will never allow Nimrod to build the
ziggurat. This slavery to the Watchers must stop. He is their heir
and therefore their slave. I will not build his tower. Without my
knowledge of the sacral geometry, he will never
succeed.”

She reached for the drawing tools. There was
something strange. Her hands did not look like hers. They were
man’s hands. She went to the mirror on the wall and realised that
she was a he. The face in the mirror was that of Nefer-tem. He
walked back to the desk by the window and began making some
corrections on the drawing.

“That’s it. Mission complete! I would
like to see Nimrod’s face when his ziggurat collapses the same day
as his other pyramids. After that, his army will be
nothing.”

The noise of rushing steps came from behind
the door.

“They’ve found me. I must run and hide
the book before they catch me …”

Suddenly, the scenery changed. He was inside
the temple with no windows. The only light in the room was coming
from the lit candles placed in the circle around Nefer-tem.

He was holding a book with both hands in
front of him—The Book of Death. Suddenly, he felt an
earthquake. The floor and the walls started to shake. The blocks in
the walls started to move out of place and some even fell out. The
floor cracked in a number of places, and he started to shake harder
and harder and …

“Hey, wake up! They have a room. We can
stay here until we figure out what to do.” John was shaking her
shoulder.

“I already figured it out. We have to
go to Sumeria.”

John gave her a puzzled look. “Sumeria? And
where is that?”

“Well John, if you ever wanted to visit
Baghdad, your wish will come true very soon.”

“You’ve got to be kidding
me.”

“No, I’m not.”

“Why do we have to go to that lovely
place right now when it’s about to be bombed into the Stone
Age?”

“Another book is there, and you can’t
stay here.”

“Another book?”

“Yes. The Book of Death.”

 








CHAPTER 22

 


John and Aleksandra decided to take advantage
of the available hotel room to use the phone and make the necessary
travel arrangements. While John was talking to a travel agent
booking two one-way tickets, Aleksandra browsed through the book.
She continued where she’d stopped before Olsen woke up:

Do not fear death since it is just the
transition to higher planes.

Do not fear death since you can use these
words to be born again.

These words are words of gods.

These words are words of wisdom.

The Book of Life sends to life.

The Book of Death brings from death.

Two books are one.

Two books are hands of gods.

These words will bring you the truth.

These words will bring you life.

These words will bring you freedom.

These words will bring you happiness.

These words will bring you power.

John hung up and started to listen to her
thoughts as she continued reading.

These words will change your life.

These words will set you free.

These words will show you the way.

Suddenly, a strong light filled the room and
then faded …

Aleksandra looked at the book in her hands,
but the page she was on was different. She looked around. She was
inside the temple with no windows again. The only light in the room
was coming from the lit candles placed in the circle around
her.

She realised she was having another vision.
I’m Nefer-tem again.

The strong white light was now coming from
inside her. Thousands of pictures and memories overwhelmed her like
a tidal wave. It lasted only a moment but seemed like eternity.

Just as abruptly, she was back in the hotel
room. Dizzy from the experience, she looked at John. He was rubbing
his eyes. “What was that?”

“Did you see my vision?”

“Not only did I see it, I felt it too.
All that information …” He shook his head. “I don’t understand all
of this.”

“I used this book once to plan my
current reincarnation!”

John looked puzzled. “I still have a problem
with this reincarnation concept. I thought we only die once and
then either go to heaven or hell. But your vision …”

Aleksandra continued her thoughts, totally
ignoring John’s comment. Why now, and how? It’s somewhere in my
head, but I can’t seem to figure it out yet. It’s just too much all
at once.

John was slowly digesting the information
that blinded him during Aleksandra’s vision, and the pieces started
to fall into place. “This book … it’s the gift to humanity.”

“Together with The Book of
Death,” Aleksandra added.

“Yes, the book you hid in the temple in
Babylon.”

“Both contain such vast knowledge and
power!”

“So, together they unlock the hidden
keys that open the doors to knowledge and power beyond
imagination.”

Aleksandra shuddered. “I don’t want to think
about what could happen if this fell into the wrong hands.”

The immediate reality jolted John. “Quickly,
Aleksandra, we’ve got to leave now. The airport isn’t close, and
it’s rush hour. We need to pick up our tickets there.”

“What time do we land in
Baghdad?”

“We don’t. We land in
Damask.”

For some reason, Aleksandra started to feel
refreshed and stronger than ever.

 








CHAPTER 23 - NEW YORK CITY, USA – AD
1942

 


On that sunny but cold October day, Charlotte
Musar was excited. She’d heard a lot about Nikola Tesla, but had
never had a chance to meet him. She was the secretary to Sava
Kosanovic, the foreign relations minister of the
Yugoslav government in exile, who also happened to be Tesla’s
nephew. She received the phone call from the scientist yesterday.
Tesla’s voice was that of an old man: shaky and weak. He was asking
for his nephew who was in the hospital that day for urgent surgery.
Tesla told her that he needed some money urgently and stated that
fifty dollars would do. She could hear her heart pumping as
the lift of the New Yorker Hotel stopped at the thirty-third
floor.

Tesla’s apartment was at the end of the hall.
She knocked on the door.

“Come in!”

It was the same shaky voice she had heard
over the phone. Charlotte opened the door. The man was pacing from
the old-fashioned brass bed in one corner to the oak dining table
in another. The path crossed in front of the big window that
stretched from the floor to the ceiling, flooding the room with
daylight. He looked older and weaker than in the photos taken
during the visit of King Peter only a few months ago, but the
scientist was as elegant as always in his immaculate black suit and
white shirt. His hair was grey and parted along the middle. In his
late eighties, he was thin, and his face appeared bony.

When Tesla looked at Charlotte, his eyes
revealed that although he was in old age, his mind was as bright
and fit as that of a young man.

“Mr. Tesla, I came to bring you the
money you asked for.”

“Okay.” He pointed to the old-fashioned
dining table covered with notes and papers. She walked across the
room and left the envelope on top of the pile.

“Sir, is there anything else you need
that I can do for you?”

“No, thank you very much, Miss. That
would be all.”

Charlotte left the apartment reluctantly. She
wanted to ask him about his amazing inventions and get to know him,
but because she was overwhelmed and confused in his presence, she
simply left. There was a feeling of emptiness as she stepped into
the elevator.

After she was gone, Tesla stood still in his
thoughts in front of the window, gazing at Eighth Avenue and its
never-ending traffic. What is now? How long is now? Is it a
fraction of a second? How can it be measured? Or is it just our
reference to distinguish between synchronized events that happened,
meaning the past, and the ones that will happen, meaning the
future? Yes, that’s it! So, since now—or the present—doesn’t really
exist, there’s no separation between the past and the future. It’s
all one continuous synchronicity. Tesla realised that we are
exploiting time by just strolling along this synchronized line of
events down in one direction. It did not necessarily mean that we
are not able to move in another direction or simply choose the
point where we want to connect to those synchronized events. So
time travel must be possible! The strong electromagnetic field
could cause the object to become fazed out of a time frame and
therefore disappear from both radar and visual view. It’s obvious
why … It isn’t there at present, but either in the past or future,
depending on the way we apply the electromagnetic field.

He moved from the window and went through the
papers on his dining table.

“This is it!” He grabbed the phone and
dialled the number in Washington. “Good morning,
admiral!”

“Good morning, Mr. Tesla! How are you
feeling today? Any progress on your work?”

“That’s exactly the reason I’m calling
you. While working on the project, I stumbled upon something far
more important. I can freely say that this is the biggest discovery
of all time.”

“Okay, let’s not talk about it on the
phone. I’ll send an escort to fly you in.”

“But hurry up! This can’t wait!” Tesla
exclaimed excitedly.

“Someone will pick you up this
afternoon!”

“Excellent! See you tonight
then.”

The old scientist hung up. There will have
to be certain adjustments in the lab in Philadelphia. I’ll need
coils, generators, electron tubes …

In the room next to his apartment, a blondish
man of military build in his thirties took off the earphones. The
gun was hanging in the case by his left armpit. He was
right-handed. The biggest discovery of all time? What is the
crazy scientist up to now? I have to inform the organisation
immediately.

He packed up his eavesdropping kit and placed
it in his business case. A few minutes later, he passed by the
hotel reception in a hurry.







CHAPTER 24 - DAMASK, SYRIA

 


After thoroughly studying the map, John
folded it and placed it in the glove compartment of the rented
Mitsubishi Pajero. They briefly stopped at the petrol station to
get some water and refill the tank. A couple of hours had passed
since they began the drive to the Iraq border. They had made the
flight from Cairo to Damask just in time. Both of them were
somewhat quiet, travelling in their thoughts.

John gazed to the desert horizon and the
rising red sun. Just a few days ago, the only thing I was
thinking about was the world championship, but now I’m questioning
my religious and philosophical beliefs. Some secret organisation is
chasing me, and I’m on my way to the country under UN sanctions and
threatened by war. He glanced to his side and gazed at the
beautiful woman sitting next to him. At least I am in the best
possible company. He tittered shyly to himself. What am I
complaining about? She’s supposed to be on a catwalk in London
right now.

“Aleksandra, please explain something
to me. I saw something in your last vision in Cairo that I just
can’t accept. There were people sitting by the pyramid, and it
looked they were meditating and chanting. At the same time, the
building blocks were moving through the air by themselves. Did that
actually happen, or was that part just a dream?”

“It wasn’t a dream; it really happened.
There’s a vast wealth of knowledge that has been forgotten because
of ignorance, wars, and natural disasters.”

“So, what kind of knowledge gives you
power to move such heavy blocks through the air? Some sort of sound
frequency that they produced while chanting?”

“Well, not exactly. The people you saw
chanting and meditating were achieving the state of mind that we
call deep sub-consciousness. This is the state of mind from which
they actually moved the blocks.”

John laughed. “Ohh … that’s perfectly
clear. Can you say that in English now?”

Aleksandra laughed along with him, and then
continued, “In the sub-conscious, we’re closer to the source, the
oneness. Space and time don’t exist at the source, and in deeper
states of mind, their properties weaken or vanish completely.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking
about and I don’t see how this answers my question.”

“Be patient! I can’t give you a short
and simple answer for something like that!”

“Sorry, love. Go on.”

“At the deeper states closer to
oneness, we’re getting more aware of our collective
consciousness—and that’s the key. Collective consciousness is where
we all connect to the source and our collective power is so great
that we can move not only heavy stone blocks, but also planets. And
we can do things not only through space, but through time as well.
Of course, the greater the number of people connected to the
source, the greater the collective consciousness, which means that
greater things can be achieved.”

“Wait a minute! Do things through
time?”

“Yes. Think of Mayas and Anasazies.
They vanished without a trace and left no clues behind. No war or
disease wiped them out—they just vanished. They vanished
from here, not in space, but in time.”

“I’m sure there must be some other
explanation. What is this source, this oneness you’re talking
about?”

Aleksandra smiled warmly at him. “The
source—the oneness—is what people usually call god. It’s pure love
and intelligence. It’s everything. We’re all parts of
oneness—humans, birds, clouds, earth, water, planets, universes.
We’re all one.”

John looked out the window. He wasn’t buying
the story. “It’s all so abstract to me. I’m more used to the
Christian concept of God, our father. It’s hard for me to believe
all you just said. Can you prove it?”

Don’t you think that your ability to read my
thoughts is a bit weird and abstract? Can you explain to me how you
do it? You can’t! This is an ultimate truth and you’re not ready to
grasp it yet, but you saw the blocks flying in my vision and I saw
them for real a long time ago. Can you prove the Christian concept
of God to me? You can’t. Anyway, at the core, it all comes down to
the same thing.

“But where did you get all this
information you just told me?”

“If you hadn’t asked me, I wouldn’t
even know that I know it. But I know it’s true. It must be the
knowledge that keeps coming back to me from previous times and my
subconscious.” She laughed and then smiled at him. “Don’t worry!
When the visions you experienced settle in, you’ll
understand.”

John was even more confused now. “Yes, the
visions. Let’s wait for them to settle in then.”

The desert sun was rising higher, and it was
getting hotter in the car. John turned the air-conditioning on.
Aleksandra gazed at the endless horizon, and the straight road in
front of them wobbled from the hot air as a light flashed in front
of her eyes again. Another vision hurled in. John was blinded too
and couldn’t see the road ahead anymore. He promptly stopped the
car with a squeal of the tires.

Out of the light came a very uncomfortable
feeling. Chills went up Aleksandra’s spine and then up John’s too.
There was a feeling of someone watching her. Someone familiar. The
light became weaker as the shadow came forward. It was the shadow
of the dragon.

Aleksandra jumped in her seat and shouted.
“It’s him! It’s Nimrod!”

“Who? The dragon?”

“He knows I’m here. This isn’t like the
other visions. This is something different, in the present! I can
feel his energy. He just found out about my presence. He felt my
energy—it must be getting stronger since my knowledge keeps coming
back to me.”

John threw his arms up in the air. “As if
everything else wasn’t enough, we have the dragon now as well!”

 








CHAPTER 25 - NEW YORK CITY, USA

 


The meeting of the Council of Foreign
Relations was underway. This was where many familiar faces from
politics, industry, and media gathered to discuss important
issues.

“I’m telling you, we have to bomb that
asshole.”

“What about public opinion?”

“Fuck them! We’ll just scare everybody
with the weapons of mass destruction story.”

“Okay, that’s fine with me. Do we all
agree on this?”

The smiles around the room said it all. They
were all going to profit a great deal from this one. Anyway, he was
a dictator who tortured people and an ex-CIA operative that went
rogue.

David’s mind was somewhere else. In the past
hour, something strange had been happening to him. He stopped
listening to the discussions—he knew what the outcome would be
anyway. I haven’t felt this presence for a long, long time. Not
since Babylon. It’s getting stronger and stronger. It’s Nefer-tem!
Why now? He’s back and he’s going for the book too. It’s been a
long time. I wonder if I’ll enjoy my revenge after so many
years.

 



CHAPTER 26 - BAGHDAD,
IRAQ

 


Arif glanced at the oil lamp. It was
flickering. Damn! It needs refilling. Although he could have
turned the lights on, he preferred to use the old oil lamp. It fit
in with the eighteenth-and nineteenth-century ambience he
preferred. When studying ancient history, Arif needed the
surrounding atmosphere itself to dip into the past. It inspired
him. A scholar in his forties, he was researching the language of
ancient Sumerians. He could read and write Sumerian, Aramaic,
Hebrew, and other Middle and Near Eastern languages.

Arif lifted the small copper bell from his
desk and shook it nervously. A lot of papers, mostly old scripts,
were spread around his study. There were piles on his Victorian
desk and pages scattered on the antique chairs and the Venetian
sofa.

“Magda! Where are you?”

Magdalena, the twenty-year-old, beautiful,
French housekeeper, entered the room in a hurry, still tiding up
her long, blonde hair under a hat. It was obvious that the
professor caught her at the wrong time.

“What can I do for you, sir?” she asked
in her girly voice. The professor lustfully stared at her big
breasts that moved rapidly up and down as she tried to catch her
breath.

“Hmm, there are many things you could
do for me.” She blushed and looked down. “Come closer,
Magdalena!”

Still looking down, she took a few slow steps
towards the desk. When the professor stood up from his chair, the
erection in his pants was obvious. A little smile appeared in
Magdalena’s deep blue eyes, as she could not take her eyes off it.
He walked around the desk, came very close behind her, leaned
forward, and gently smelled her neck, barely touching her youthful
skin with his long nose. His nostrils widened.

“I can smell Ricardo on
you.”

Ricardo, the house
chef, made the best paella and chorizo east of Barcelona. The
professor’s mouth almost touched her ear. As his hot breath glided
down her neck, it sent a shiver through her body and she closed her
eyes, shaking.

“What have you been doing with my
chef?” She started to breathe heavily again as he lifted her skirt
up from behind. “Let’s see how far you went before I called you
in.” His gentle hand, that never did any manual work, tickled its
way up her silky leg. She was trembling. As his fingers reached her
hairless Venus Mount, she was soaking wet.

“Mmm, no panties! Ricardo took them
off?”

“No,” she whispered, “I never wear
them.”

Arif pressed his trousers against her firm
ass. She moaned. With her eyes half closed, she started to move her
hips slowly. The professor grabbed her buttocks and squeezed as
hard as he could. She turned around, pulled him by his belt,
unbuttoned his trousers, and unleashed his manhood. Her soft hand
squeezed it hard while moving it back and forth.

“Bend over, Magda!”

She leant her elbows against the pile of
papers on the desk and stuck out her back end, ready for the
taking. As he entered her, they both sighed. The papers under
Magdalena’s elbows tore and crumpled. She glanced at the entrance
door over her shoulder and licked her upper lip repeatedly.

“What are you looking at?” the
professor demanded to know.

Still deep inside her, Arif turned his head
towards the door. There was Ricardo in the corridor, peeping
through the half closed door and masturbating. As the lamp
flickered, his silhouette appeared and disappeared from the shadow.
His mouth was partly open with saliva dripping to the floor over
his strong dark beard. Arif laughed.

“You little whore!”

She started to scream in ecstasy. He grabbed
her by the hair, turned her around, and started to pound her mouth
with his phallus. He screamed and she choked. In a few seconds,
everything was over as he exploded in her throat.

Arif leaned his naked backside against the
desk and sighed with relief as Magda rose up from the floor.
“Magdalena, dear, go now and refill my oil lamp. I think I did it.
I finally found the ancient Sumerian tablets that I was looking for
and can hardly wait to see what they say.”

She nodded with the full mouth, took the
lamp, and left with a smile of a satisfied woman on her face. Arif,
still with his trousers down, sat behind the desk and relaxed in
the dark while the sweat from his back made him stick to the
leather chair. I needed that. She’s the real treasure around
here.

A few minutes later, Magdalena was back with
the lamp in her hands and light in her eyes.

The professor was tucking his shirt back in
and fastening the belt on his trousers. “Magda, thank you for
everything you did for me today.”

“Thank you, sir.”

He kissed her on the cheek and gave her a
golden coin. She took it appreciatively and left happily. With the
deciphering code to his right and the pile of papers in front of
him, Arif stretched his arms and legs, paused, and stared at the
ceiling.

I wonder if Henry knew how important his
discovery was when he excavated Nineveh and found the tablets. This
must be the most comprehensive source of information ever
discovered explaining the ancient Sumerian civilization.

He increased the flame in the petrol lamp,
and the shadows in the room disappeared. Now, back to work.
Arif picked up a piece of paper from the top of the pile and
brought it closer to his eyes. He repeatedly looked at the paper
and then at the code.

“AN.UNNAK.KI—those who from
Heaven to Earth came …” Hmm. Are they talking about gods
here? he wondered before continuing. “DIN.GIR—The
righteous Ones of the Blazing Rockets …”

As Arif worked through the scripts, the hours
flew by. He realised it was dawn when he heard the birds sing and
saw the daylight sneak quietly into the room. He turned off the
lamp.

“This is astonishing!”

His mobile phone started ringing somewhere
under the scripts. It was still very early. Who can this be? It
better be important. It took him a few seconds to dig the phone
out from the pile. “Hello?”

A pleasant female voice spoke from the other
side. “Mr. Arif, I’m sorry to call you so early. My name is
Aleksandra.”

 








CHAPTER 27 - NEW YORK CITY, USA—AD 1943

 


The waiter was knocking on the door at the
end of the hall of the thirty-third floor at the New Yorker Hotel.
“Mr. Tesla, it’s your dinner.”

“Come in.” Tesla was sitting at his
dining table buried in papers and notes. The waiter placed the tray
next to the scientist.

“Merry Christmas, sir!”

Tesla smiled at him. “Thank you very
much!”

It was 7th January, Orthodox Christian
Christmas Day. It was actually 25th of December by the old Julian
calendar. The waiter smiled back and left. Tesla suspiciously
followed his steps with his sharp stare until the man in the white
jacket closed the door behind him.

Ever since they assigned me this new waiter,
my health has been deteriorating. I wonder if they’re slowly
poisoning me.

He peeked at the food on the table. Fried
celery. Tesla was not much of an eater plus he was vegetarian.

I wouldn’t be surprised if the government
is trying to get rid of me since I’m the only one who knows all the
aspects and angles of the time travel experiment..So foolish! They
must think they can figure it out by themselves.” Nikola Tesla
loved his adopted homeland, but his conscience made him step down
from being the leader of the project that could bring grave
consequences for humanity. The thought of somebody being able to
alter the past or the future sent the chills down his spine. There
were so many aspects that even he didn’t have time to consider.
I’m old … not much time left. They can’t make it work without me
or force me to tell them what I know. If they kill me … will only
save the Earth … for at least some time. Another very important
thing is …

He stopped his thoughts as the smell of food
wiggled through his nostrils. He took out his silver cutlery and
started cleaning it. Although it was already perfectly shiny and
clean, that was his habit. He never dined out without taking his
cutlery with him. The thoughts surfaced to his consciousness again.
He realised it was only a matter of time before time travel was
made possible.

Hah, matter of time? This phrase just got a
new meaning. Maybe it’s a natural process … once you reach a
certain level of knowledge … to alter your history the way it suits
you and guide your future in the direction of survival.

He started to eat, chewing every bite
thirty-three times. If they only knew … time travel is possible
without any machine. He knew they were aware that the most
important component for time travel was a strong electromagnetic
force. But he also knew they didn’t know the immense
electromagnetic force that’s contained in our thoughts. Actually,
our thoughts are electromagnetic waves. I could build a machine
that could optimise our body frequencies and allow us to enter
unconscious levels of our mind without leaving consciousness.
There, our thoughts would become reality. Everything we would wish
for would happen. But it would be wrong.

Tesla kept the secret from the others that
time travel would be possible to achieve without the help of
machines, but with hard and disciplined training of devoted and
patient scholars who understand what they are dealing with. A shy
grin of relief shone through his eyes. “Maybe it’s nature’s law
of filtering who can and who cannot travel through time. Let’s keep
it that way.”

Tesla’s right hand started to shake more than
usual. Suddenly his face paled. Within moments, the scientist fell
to the floor bringing down the chair with him. His soul was slowly
separating from his body, and he felt happy. The loud noise of the
fall hurt the ears of the blond man next door. It was so loud
through the enhanced eavesdropping device that he was forced to
take off the earphones for the moment.

“What the fuck was that?”

He put them back on and listened carefully.
The only thing he could hear was heavy breathing and agonising
sounds.

“That’s it! I’m going in.”

Thirty seconds later, he threw open the door
of Tesla’s apartment. He quickly assessed the situation and went
for the safe where Tesla kept important notes. It was locked. He
turned to the dying scientist.

“What’s the combination of the
safe?”

Tesla just smiled at him and whispered, “You
must be joking.”

“Well, I’ll have to work on it a little
bit then.”

He left Tesla dying on the floor and
concentrated on the safe.

Still smiling, Tesla closed his eyes.
There is nothing there for you … It’s all in my head … He
felt the life leaving his body. I never thought the sensation of
dying would be such a great experience … There were so many other
things I could have accomplished… but I feel like I’m going
home.


CHAPTER 28 - BAGHDAD, IRAQ

 


The streets of Baghdad were busy just like
any other day. Here, it did not matter that the country was under
the threat of being bombed. At least it did not show on the
surface; people were getting on with their everyday life. John and
Aleksandra strolled down the sunny street where shopkeepers and
passersby stared at her. Although Iraq was one of the most modern
Arabic countries, it was not every day that a beautiful girl, all
dressed in Prada and Gucci, passed by.

John glanced at Aleksandra. “You could have
worn something less conspicuous.”

She laughed. “Sorry, but the other options
were a red Versace or leopard D&G dresses.”

“Oh no! You made a good choice then,”
he said as he hugged and kissed her softly.

The two were heading to the Iraq National
Museum that was home to the leading collection of the continuous
history of mankind with nearly 170,000 items. Upon their arrival in
Baghdad, they’d arranged a meeting with the museum’s curator.

“There are two guys with moustaches
following us at nine o’clock and six o’clock,” Aleksandra whispered
while purposely looking straight ahead.

“I know. They’ve been doing so ever
since we left the hotel. I read their thoughts. They’re Iraq’s
Secret Police. We must be very suspicious, especially because of
the current political situation. I still can’t figure out if
they’re connected to Olsen though.”

“I hope they’re not.”

“Me too, but let’s be
alert.”

They arrived at the museum’s entrance and
went to the information desk. A grim-faced man in his mid-forties
stared at them, puzzled. They were the only visitors in days. The
crisis scared tourists away, and he wasn’t thrilled to see
representatives of the West, which he considered to be the
instigator of the current mess. His face did not change even after
the beautiful girl in front of him gave him a smile.

“Hi, we’re here to see Mr.
Arif.”

“Do you have an
appointment?”

“Yes, at four o’clock.”

He looked at the clock on the wall. It was
4:03 p.m. “You are late.” He mumbled, picked up the phone, and
spoke in Arabic. John and Aleksandra could hardly believe his
openly hostile behaviour. They almost laughed, but managed not to.
It would only have made things more difficult.

“Take a seat over there. Mr. Arif will
be with you shortly.”

A few minutes later, a completely opposite
personality greeted them. Mr. Arif was a lively, happy, and
energetic person. In his forties, he was surprisingly young to be
curator of the museum.

“Hello! You must be Aleksandra!” he
said, shaking her hand.

“Hello, Mr. Arif! It’s so nice of you
to meet us on such short notice.”

“Please call me Arif. It’s my pleasure
to be able to assist you … And you must be John!”

John nodded and smiled back. “Hello.”

“Please, follow me to my
office.”

As they walked away from the information
desk, Arif turned to them pointing with his eyes in the direction
of the grim-faced receptionist. “Did he give you a hard time?”

Both Aleksandra and John started laughing.
“When you arrived, you saved us.”

“You’re lucky; you only see him today.
I have to put up with him every day. It’s not fair.” They all
laughed as they arrived at Arif’s office, went inside, and sat
down.

“Please, tell me, how can I help
you?”

“Well, as I told you on the phone,”
Aleksandra said, “we’re anthropologists from London with some
archaeological experience—but not like yours, of course.” She
looked at him, smiled, and then continued. “We’re studying a period
of old Sumeria. In our research, we stumbled upon some clay tablets
that mention the existence of something called the Book of
Death. It was also stated that this book is kept in the temple
of Enlil in the ancient city of Nippur.”

Arif looked surprised. “This is unbelievable!
I’ve been working on the same research for some time now and
actually spent all of last night translating some of the most
interesting tablets I came upon so far. Where did you study those
clay tablets?”

Now both Aleksandra and John looked
surprised. Bingo! This is not coincidence. Aleksandra
excitedly replied with the lie without blinking. “They were
excavated near Mosul around a hundred years ago and are now in the
British Museum.”

While Aleksandra was talking, John was
concentrating on the curator’s thoughts.

Bloody English thieves! I can’t imagine
how many treasures they stole from around the world! “The
British Museum houses a great collection of world treasures! But
this is unbelievable! Last night I discovered some fantastic
historical data, and then you ring me the moment I finished reading
it.”

Aleksandra’s eyes flirted with Arif. “Would
it be too much to ask you to share your knowledge with us? It all
sounds so exciting!”

Arif poured the finest American tobacco in
his rose-tree pipe and reached for the inside pocket of his black
silky blazer. “You two will not believe what I have
discovered.”

He pulled out the box of matches, took one
out, and lit the pipe. His eyes were fixed on Aleksandra.

A wave of jealousy splashed the banks of
John’s vanity. Although he knew that Aleksandra’s flirtation was
false, he didn’t like the way Arif looked at her. “Arif, please
don’t keep us in suspense. Talk at once!”

Arif inhaled and, in a play of power, held
the smoke in for a few seconds feeling it burn his lungs, then
exhaled slowly. “This might take you a little bit off guard because
what I discovered is much more than what I expected. It doesn’t
comply with the official scientific theories and might sound a
little bit crazy, but it is what it is.”

John was bursting with curiosity. “For god’s
sake, what is it?”

Arif took another puff before continuing.
“For a long time now, I’ve been doing research of Sumerian clay
tablets at the excavation site of the Assyrian capital Nineveh near
Baghdad.”

Aleksandra and John nodded and listened
carefully.

“The tablets contain the world history
as it was known to the Sumerians. This world history goes back
200,000 years ago and even further.”

The curator inhaled again, and his senses
felt the mixture of tastes: the rose-tree pipe he was chewing on,
the finest American tobacco, and the history of human kind in the
sands of Mesopotamia. The room was getting smokier.

“I was always suspicious of the fact
that our civilization started only seven and a half thousand years
ago … but two hundred thousand years? How can you be so sure?” John
wanted to know.

Before Arif answered, Aleksandra transmitted
her thoughts to John. He’s right. It’s true.

Arif replied, “Well, this is what the tablets
say. Science will show its validity in the coming years, but at
least it’s interesting to learn about the perception that the
Sumerians had of the world and its creation. Also, it gives us a
totally different perspective of life and existence. It opens new
ways and approaches to the historical research.”

“Okay, go on!”
John was impatient to hear more. It seemed that Aleksandra knew
much more than she was revealing.

Smoking the pipe dried
Arif’s mouth, so he took a sip of green tea placed on the small tea
table in front of him without offering any to his guests. He closed
his eyes to indulge the taste and instantly dived into the
memories. He remembered last night’s research and Magdalena.

“The story goes like this …” A few
hours went by before Arif finished his story. He poured some more
green tea into his cup and sipped on it. The tea was cold
now.

Aleksandra’s eyes were red from the
smoke-filled room when she spoke. “Arif, if only fraction of your
story is true, it’s revolutionary!” But if you only knew how
true all of it is.

Arif insisted, “I am telling you, this is
what the tablets say.”

“Do you have any
of those tablets?” John asked.

“Yes, I have a few, but there are
800,000 of them in Mosul.”

John continued. “Isn’t
it amazing? You don’t find out every day that we’re laboratory
species created by aliens who made us by mixing their genes with a
homo-erectus.”

“I know. It’s shocking and very hard to
accept.”

“So, our gods are beings from another
planet and they made us because they needed an intelligent labour
force.”

Arif grinned. “I can only say thank you
gods.”

Suddenly, John could feel the emptiness in
his stomach. “So, we’re lab rats used for labour. It’s very funny.
After all, it seems that Carl Marx was right when he said that work
has made a man.”

Aleksandra laughed. “That’s a good one! The
more I think of what you told us, the more it makes sense.”

Arif tried to catch her eyes through the
smoke. “What do you mean?”

Aleksandra went on. “The tablets say that
those apparent gods came from heaven to earth around 200,000 years
ago and then made us as a work force.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Palaeontology still cannot find the
missing link between Homo erectus and Homo sapiens.
The oldest Homo sapiens excavated is between 80,000 and
100,000 years old, and that’s not all. Homo erectus and
Homo sapiens co-existed until 15,000 years ago. That’s at
least 65,000 years. So it’s highly unlikely that one evolved from
another.”

Aleksandra continued her explanation. “At
least not in the way Darwin explained—survival of the fittest. If
we’re to believe those tablets …” She paused glancing at John. And
we should. “Homo sapiens evolved from Homo erectus,
but with the help from outside or what we could call a divine
intervention.”

“I can’t really believe that.” John
felt he should defend the traditional views he believed in. “As the
Bible says, ‘and God made man.’”

Aleksandra smiled. “It’s more likely, ‘and
the gods made a man in a laboratory.’”

John was finding it hard to let go. “But
every legend, and the same goes for the Bible, has some truth in
it.”

Arif nodded his head. “You’re right, John. In
Hebrew, Adam means ‘a man.’”

“Really?”

“Also, the tale that Eve has been made
from his rib is a mistranslation in modern English. The same word
in Hebrew is used for rib and for life. The Bible probably meant
‘from Adam’s life,’ or perhaps when translated properly in the new
light, ‘from his genes,’ but for some reason the translators
deliberately made 4,000 mistakes in translating the holy
book.”

John was now silently listening and not
happy, for he was left without an argument. Aleksandra was glad
that she found support for her story. “The whole tale has lost its
original meaning and is just nonsense now. But let me get back to
Homo sapiens and Homo erectus. Homo erectus is
a species that probably evolved slowly, as Darwin put it. That’s
why it was genetically almost 100 percent perfect. It was perfectly
healthy with very small possibilities for genetic diseases.”

Arif was hooked. “Yes, gorillas and
chimpanzees are 98 percent genetically perfect.”

“But what about us - Homo
sapiens?” Aleksandra said. “We suddenly appear out of nowhere.
Our bones are weaker, and we have almost 5,000 genetic faults. On
the other hand, we have still developed greater art, culture, and
civilization than Homo erectus.”

Arif was falling in love. “Absolutely! Much
greater! That’s because we’re more intelligent.”

“And we’re more intelligent because we
were designed that way. The only thing is, our designers could not
get rid of all the faults because of the incompatibility between
the two species we were made from.”

Silence fell on the room for a few moments.
All three indulged in their thoughts, and it was John who spoke
first as if a new convert. “It’s always difficult to be first—to
break up the old beliefs. It’s still hard for me to believe in
this. People don’t like changes. Remember Giordano Bruno and what
happened to him?”

Suddenly Aleksandra remembered why they were
here. “Sorry Arif. We drifted away from the subject of our visit.
Do you think you can help us find out if The Book of Death
really exists or not?”

“Being a curator of Iraq National
Museum, I came upon vast knowledge not accessible to ordinary
persons. I also came across a Semitic story mentioning The Book
of Death, obviously borrowed from Sumerians and adopted for
Semitic religious beliefs. This story, as you know, is not unique.
There are many Sumerian stories copied and adopted, but the most
famous ones, as I suppose you know, are the creation story and the
story of Gilgamesh.”

He got their attention, and it made Arif
happy. He enjoyed passing his knowledge on to people who
appreciated it, so he continued visibly satisfied. “The story
describes The Book of Death as a sacred and very powerful
work of the gods. It mentions the fact that if the book is in the
right hands, it can produce miracles—and if in the wrong hands, can
make our world a very dark place. It also mentions that the book
was hidden in the safe place of the temple of Enlil in Nippur for
many, many years until Alexander the Great conquered Babylon. In
order to please their new ruler and because they saw him as the
messenger of gods, the keepers of The Book of Death gave it
to him. They believed he would make good use of it. Indeed, it
helped Alexander conquer the known world at the time. He was a
great man. He had a vision of making One Empire—One Nation.
He tried to unite the human race and bring it together in all
aspects: knowledge, culture, mentality, and economy. But as we now
know, the human race was not ready for it. After Alexander came
back to Babylon from his long years of warring, he sensed the
plotting against his life and ordered his most trusted and best
friend Ptolemy to take The Book of Death to
Alexandria.”

Aleksandra sensed the rush of blood in her
head. She knew that they were on the right track. John again felt
her sensation. They waited for Arif to continue, but the curator
went silent. John became impatient.

“What happened then?”

“Nothing. That sums up the
story.”

Aleksandra looked at John. Is he telling
the truth?

He nodded.

Aleksandra was a bit disappointed with the
sudden ending. “Interesting.”

“Yes, it is. But just like many other
legends, it’s only a legend.”

“Oh yes, a legend—but a very
interesting one, and as we said earlier, there must be some truth
in it! Would it be possible for us to see the original script and
maybe take some photographs?”

“Of course! I’m always happy to help my
fellow scientists in their research. It’s in the storage library in
the basement. Please follow me.”

But as they got up to leave the office for
the basement, three large men with moustaches appeared at the door.
Aleksandra and John recognized one of men who had followed them
around earlier that morning. The men showed police identification.
John clearly deciphered the thoughts of the one: I wonder why
this guy Olsen is ready to pay so much for these two. I couldn’t
find anything interesting on their dossiers.

“We are from the police. Please …” The
detective in the middle spoke English with a very hard accent, but
before he was able to finish the sentence, John kicked him in the
chest. The man flew through the open door as he lost his breath.
With eyes wide open and full of surprise, the policeman stared back
at John before he hit the wall in the corridor and slid down. At
the same time, the other two men moved a step back and went for
their guns. It all happened very fast.

Aleksandra threw a roundhouse kick to the
neck of the man on the left. He barely managed to duck and avoid
the powerful hit. He pulled the trigger of his gun a couple of
times, aiming instinctively in Aleksandra’s direction. The two
bullets hit the thick museum wall, leaving it with shallow scars
and small clouds of dust in the air. The policeman missed his
target. A split second later, he felt a sharp pain in his right
hand. Aleksandra had stubbed him with the pencil that she had
grabbed from Arif’s desk. The shooter dropped the gun, and before
he was able to let out a scream, a powerful flying knee kick found
its target. His jaw cracked, and he fell onto the floor
unconscious.

At the same time, the third agent released
three rounds at John. The first round brushed John’s head as he
evaded the lethal bullet by swinging his body to the left; the
second round skimmed John’s right shoulder just before he buried
his right fist in the plexus of the policeman; the third round
passed by his left side as John blocked off the arm holding the
gun. There was a certain expression of surprise on the third
agent’s face as he dropped on his knees and then on his face
without a sound.

The first detective, still on the corridor’s
floor, with the look of agony on his face, breathed heavily. He
reached for the gun inside his jacket but was too slow. Before he
managed to grab the weapon, Aleksandra knocked him out with a punch
to the chin.

The whole fight took less than thirty
seconds, but both Aleksandra and John looked worried.

Aleksandra looked at John’s head. “John, are
you okay?”

“It’s only a scratch, but I was lucky.
Phew, this was close. We’re dealing with some really serious shit
here. I forgot to ask you back in Egypt, where did you learn to
fight like that?”

“This life, past life, here and there,
but we can talk about it later.”

Mr. Arif was standing behind his desk still
somewhat in shock and looking rather confused. “You … you … you
aren’t really scientists? Who … who are you?”

Aleksandra turned to him with a devilish
smile. “I’m Lara Croft, and he’s Indiana Jones.”

The curator stuttered, “What … what are you
going to do with me? Don’t k-kill me, please!”

John patted him on the shoulder. “Don’t
worry, my friend, we’re the good guys.”

“But why are the police looking for
you?”

John was taking the belts out of the
policemen’s trousers and using them to tie their hands behind their
backs. “The police are not looking for us.”

“But these guys you just knocked down
are detectives!”

John continued to tie up the policemen. He
rolled down their trousers and tied their ankles with them. “Yes,
they are. But their orders came, not from the police, but from
another source that doesn’t have good intentions.”

“What other source? What are you
talking about?

John threw away the policemen’s shoes and
stuffed their mouths with their own socks so they couldn’t call for
help. “I don’t have much time to elaborate right now. Please take
us to the basement.”

Arif didn’t hesitate. He led them out along
the corridor and around a few corners till they almost reached the
reception desk and the stairs leading to the basement. They stopped
before rounding the last corner.

“Shit! What are we going to do with the
Grim Face?”

 








CHAPTER 29

 


A few minutes later, they were rushing
downstairs to the basement.

What the hell’s going on? Who are these two?
I’ll show them what they want to see. I’m not giving them any
excuse to kill me. Be nice; be calm.

John listened carefully to the thoughts of
the curator and then tried to make him feel more comfortable.
“Don’t worry, Mr. Arif. After we look at the original script, we’ll
be gone and we won’t bother you ever again. We’re not killers.”

The curator managed a shaky laugh. “I hope
you’ll keep your word.” They were walking through the aisles of the
museum’s basement treasury. The curator stopped in front of a
bookshelf and browsed through with his index finger. “There! There
it is!” He pulled the casing out and gave it to Aleksandra. “But be
careful with the pages!”

She slowly opened the plastic folders that
contained one page each. The dark yellowish pages were very old and
fragile. Aleksandra was careful to keep everything intact and not
to disturb anything. The text was written in Hebrew, and the
symbols were hard to distinguish. She slowly turned over the first
page and her eyes opened wide. John, look at the signs here!
John heard her thought and came closer. Beside the text there were
some ancient symbols. Aleksandra continued conversing
telepathically. These are the same symbols as what we saw in The
Book of Life. Let’s take the photos and leave. Our friends from
upstairs are probably awake by now.

John turned to Arif. “I’m sorry, Mr. Arif,
but we have to tie you up. We can’t risk you alerting the
police.”

A few minutes later, on the way out,
Aleksandra glanced behind the reception desk. Grim Face was no
longer there to greet them with his hostility. He was tied up in
the facility room nearby. A shy smile crossed her face. That one
I’m not sorry about at all.

 








CHAPTER 30 – IRAQ-SYRIA BORDER

 


The stars flickered, and the moon was high as
John and Aleksandra moved silently across the sand during the cold
desert night. There were no border patrols in sight, but they
stayed alert just in case. They had arranged for their car, with
their luggage, to be taken to the other side of the border. All
they carried with them now were the sword and book. They could not
risk being captured.

“I hope the guy shows up on the other
side of the border. It would be a real pain in the ass to hitchhike
to Damask,” John said.

“Let’s hope he’s greedier than he is
fearful.”

For the past few days, Aleksandra practiced
yoga and martial arts. Although she was quite fit from her regular
exercises in her London gym, she wanted to practice using the
knowledge that kept coming back to her. She could not comprehend
how the Egyptian Nefer-tem could have known Eastern martial arts
and yoga but guessed it was probably the knowledge from some other
reincarnation. Nevertheless, she figured she would need it more and
more in the days to come and could not afford an injury. She cut
her nails and could not have asked for a better sparring partner
than John.

As they walked across the desert, something
was troubling Aleksandra. Though there were benefits to regaining
all her previously lost knowledge, there were side effects too. Her
ancient male mentality started to confront her modern femininity.
Her new male attractions, interests, and feelings were confusing
her on top of the whole situation. This is weird, John.
Sometimes I see you as my lover, but sometimes as my buddy. There
are times I just want to make love to you and can’t think of
anything else. But there are times when my affection towards
females prevails. I’m confused. This is something new for
me.

John was amused but slightly worried at the
same time. He tried to comfort her with a shy laugh and said, “One
good thing in all this trouble is that we had no chance to meet
other women yet. When it happens, we might end up fighting over
them. Don’t worry my angel. As long as Nefer-tem doesn’t take over
your femininity completely, I wouldn’t mind if you bring a girl or
two to our bed occasionally.”

His comment made her laugh and feel a bit
horny at the same time. “Oh, I’m sure you wouldn’t mind!”

After they crossed into Syria, they started
to relax and were able to enjoy the view of the starry sky.
Suddenly, it became so bright, as if it were mid-day. They soon
realised it was another of Aleksandra’s visions that suddenly
engulfed the entire desert surrounding them. Images and thoughts
were hurling towards her at an immense speed. John felt everything
too. Very quickly, they both lost their sense of balance and time
and fell down on the cold sand.

The information was coming in a spectrum of
lights too fast to be comprehended. In the back of their minds,
they knew they would need a couple of days to digest all of it and
put the pieces in the right place, but there was no time to think
about that now. The next few minutes felt like an eternity. As
suddenly as it started—it stopped. They both felt a bit
dizzy. Aleksandra looked at John. He was getting up and massaging
his temples. Wow, that was a crazy ride!

Aleksandra smiled. Hey, John, I think
we’re even now.

He looked at her and before he managed to
say: Even? What do you mean?

She got up, kissed him on the mouth, and
answered silently: I mean that you’re not the only one around
here who can read thoughts anymore.

He gave her a puzzled smile. What?
How?

 








CHAPTER 31 – ALEXANDRIA, EGYPT

 


The Mediterranean sun had already begun to
burn the pale skin of the eager tourists who had been gathering on
the Montaza Royal Beach since early morning. Lured by the calm
turquoise waters and inviting golden sands of the beach that
stretched all along the little bay, they enjoyed the fresh morning
smell of cypress and pines from the vast gardens of the nearby
Montaza Royal Palace that was carried by the sea breeze playing
upon their sleepy faces. They had paid for their holidays and
wanted to take full advantage of every moment. After all, they
would have to wait another year before they could relax again—or
get another chance to develop a skin cancer.

The Palestine Helnan Hotel was a perfect spot
from which to view the clear waters of the Mediterranean to the
north and the two royal palaces to the south. The king-size Room
303 appeared empty, but this was belied by the hot steam and the
sounds of splashing coming from the bathroom. Two beautifully toned
bodies were entwined beneath the hot shower jet, the steamy air
filling their lungs and fuelling the passion that raced through
their veins and made their breathing difficult. Aleksandra felt her
brain was boiling as she bit John’s neck and almost blacked out
from the pleasure. Losing all control, she repeatedly pulled his
wet hair backwards, keeping her man on the threshold of pain while
he held her up from the floor. Her legs were wrapped firmly around
his hips, and as they gripped him more tightly, his fingers
squeezed her buttocks painfully, leaving their marks wherever they
touched.

Kundalini energies had been awakened in the
perineum, springing forth from their dormant coils to whirl and
merge with each other. Their souls became as one as they succumbed
to the unstoppable forces of eternal calmness and unbearable
ecstasy. The waves of pleasure that cascaded through their bodies
left them dazed. The splashing sounds became rhythmic as his
thrusts forward and back deepened. Each time he entered her,
Aleksandra moaned with pain and pleasure, and as she wept from joy,
it seemed to him as though it was his own tears that stained his
cheeks. His soul could not bear any more pleasure. He felt as if
his heart was going to explode. Aleksandra mirrored everything that
John felt; every movement of his hips; the touch of his silky lips,
and exhalation of hot breath that travelled down between her
breasts drove her out of her mind. They both knew exactly what to
do, and when to do it, to achieve their mutually perfect
satisfaction.

Still keeping a grip on his hair, Aleksandra
reached down with her other hand and gently squeezed his balls
before wrapping her fingers around his penis every time he withdrew
from her soaking sleeve. They read each other’s thoughts and sensed
each other’s feelings. It was as though every sensation she felt
was passed to him, and John then expanded it with his own feelings
before returning it back to her. In this way, the chain they
triggered grew at the speed of thought into infinity. It repeated
like an image of a candle between two parallel mirrors. Explosion
after explosion of feelings was now out of their control. His legs
trembled out of exertion but he managed to hold on for another few
seconds. Aleksandra sensed that John is coming to his culmination
and managed to pull his phallus just in time before he exploded on
their stomachs and chests. Both lost the sense of time and space
and fell down almost fainting. Shocked and shaken in their lack of
control, they started laughing out of sheer joy. The experience
empowered and drained them at the same time. Their bodies, naked
and wet, slippery and sweaty, trembled from shock and the skin
goosed while they admired the view of each other.

One hour later, the smell of breakfast by the
hotel’s swimming pool reminded the lovers of their empty stomachs
and helped them focus back on reality. They could not stop smiling.
They could feel their arms and legs still trembling from the
unusual experience in the shower.

John said, “I never thought something like
this was possible. You’re definitely a perfect woman.”

She smiled and said, “Hmm, you were
okay.”

John laughed. “Just okay? You cheeky bitch!
It was the best I ever had by far.”

“It was unbelievable!” she
agreed.

“Transcendental!”

“Can’t wait to get back to the room for
some more. This is the discovery of a completely new
dimension.”

John took a bite of cold melon, and its
refreshing cool taste filled his mouth. Somehow, it seemed his
sensitivity had heightened in every way since that amazing
encounter. “After what just happened up there, I find it very hard
to focus on our mission and what to do. What is it that we’re
supposed to do here anyway? We only know that Alexander the Great
brought the book here a few thousand years ago—that is, if we
believe the scripture. Who knows where is it now? Even if it is
still in the city, we have no idea where to start looking.”

“Relax, John! Just sit back and wait
for the sign.”

“The sign? What sign?”

“The sign that will lead us to the
book.”

“Can’t you be more
specific?”

“It can be a sudden thought, or a phone
call, or some event that will show us the path forward.”

“And what if this sign doesn’t
appear?”

“John, the signs are everywhere. You
just have to learn to recognize them. We should focus our minds on
what we want, and the signs will lead us to it.”

“But how can you recognize a
sign?”

“Let’s say you were looking for a job.
One morning you find yourself thinking of an old friend that you
haven’t seen for years. Suddenly the phone rings and it’s your
friend calling.”

“It could be pure
coincidence.”

“This is what people like to call
coincidence, but I don’t believe in coincidences. Everything has a
purpose, but we don’t usually see it. Let me get back to it. During
the phone conversation with your friend, he tells you that he’s
moved back to the city and now he runs this company that’s
expanding and they’re looking for new staff and the vacancy they
have is exactly what you were looking for. That’s what I call a
sign.”

“It sounds too good to be true. Why
haven’t I ever experienced anything like that before?”

“I’ve shown you a very obvious example.
And it’s not true that you haven’t experienced it
before.”

“Don’t you think I would have
remembered?”

“Oh, you remember it, but the thing is,
you still haven’t learnt to recognise the signs. Remember how we
met? You felt something as soon as you saw me, and so did I. We
were staying at the same hotel. Shall I continue to this point
today?”

“I see what you mean. But about the
hotel …”

She interrupted him. “Do you think it’s pure
luck that the two of us met? Is it just coincidence? Not to mention
Olsen, the books, and the whole adventure we’re in now.”

“Okay, okay, I get it.”

“Once you learn to read the signs, and
the more you follow them, the more often they appear.”

“Why is that?”

“Because they lead you on the path of
your destiny. If you’re closer to your path, there are more signs
and they become easier to read. They start coming at you in series
and very often. One follows shortly after another. They become
synchronicity.”

“I’m not sure I follow you.”

“Okay. Let’s suppose you’re travelling
by car from Rome to Paris. The road will have all sorts of signs,
but you’re interested only in the ones that show you the way to
Paris and the ones that will prevent you from having an accident or
getting into trouble. The closer you get to Paris, the greater
number of signs you encounter. They’ll be appearing more often and
will be easier to follow. But if you go in the wrong direction and
move further away from Paris, you’ll encounter fewer signs for it,
and therefore it would be more difficult to find the signs. If you
get completely lost, you might get lucky and come across a sign by
‘chance.’ If that happens, the likelihood of you getting to Paris
increases, but only if you follow the signs.”

“I see. So the same principal is true
for the path of your life.”

“Yes. But remember, you’re the one who
chooses your life’s path. You can choose to go to Madrid instead of
Paris and follow the signs for Spain. It’s entirely up to you. You
choose your life and the way you want it to be. In order to
accomplish your goals, you have to learn to follow the
signs.”

“Hmm, when I think of it, all the
events from the past few days are one big sequence: Munich, Olsen,
meeting you at the airport, the pyramid, all the inspiring
conversations we had, visions, fights, Baghdad,
thoughts—they all brought us here today.”

Aleksandra smiled, satisfied. “Now you’re
learning to read the signs.”

“I truly am.”

“So, there’s no reason for you to worry
that the signs will stop now when they brought us all the way
here.”

“I guess I should just relax and enjoy
the ride like you said.” Something was still bothering him. “But
what if you don’t know what your goal is?”

“Then you’ll run in circles and will be
lost until you realise what your goals are.”

At that very moment, a young couple passed by
their table. Aleksandra gave the woman a lustful look. “Hmm, she’s
cute. I wouldn’t mind kissing her.”

John shook his head. “Stop that Nefer-tem!
You’ll make me horny again.”

The man was carrying a camera hanging down
from his shoulder as he spoke to the woman. “Hurry up, dear! We’ll
miss the ancient city tour. The bus leaves in two minutes.”

Aleksandra and John looked at each other.

“My intuition is telling me this is the
sign,” John said, smiling.

“We’d better hurry up and catch that
bus then!”

 








CHAPTER 32 – ALEXANDRIA, EGYPT – SEPTEMBER,
48 BC

 


Ptolemy XIII, still a fourteen-year-old
child, had to make a difficult decision this morning. He was
looking at the high seas outside the Alexandrine port while the hot
summer Mediterranean winds tangled the tufts of his long hair.
Pothinus, his advisor and the most influential person at the court,
was pressing him.

“My king, we do not have much time. You
should turn this situation to your advantage.”

“You think that’s the right
decision?”

“If we kill Pompey now and hand him to
Caesar, you will not only avoid the war with Rome, but gain
Caesar’s support in the struggle against your sister,
Cleopatra.”

The boy looked worried. I hate being
king. Why do I have to kill the man who has been my guardian? Why
do I have to fight with my sister for the throne? Why did I have to
marry my sister? It’s all wrong!

The regent pressed on. “My king, you have to
make your decision now. Pompey is waiting offshore in his ship. He
has requested an audience with you.”

Ptolemy XIII looked again at the Nile’s delta
and Mediterranean Sea. He was informed that Caesar’s ships were
approaching and would be here soon.

“Okay. Invite Pompey and send the boat
to bring him to the port. Give the order for the execution.”
Pothinus stretched his face into a big smile and nodded
happily.

“My king, we should also prepare a
messenger ship to Caesar to welcome him and assure him that we are
allies.” The young boy agreed, and the advisor left quickly. He had
a lot of dirty work to do. Still looking at Pompey’s ship, a tear
glided down the boy’s face.

It is his birthday today. I will be damned
for this.

In the secret hidden passage in the wall, the
dark silhouette who was spying thought, So this is what Pothinus
is up to. This is not good. I have to inform Cleopatra at
once.

 


A few days later, a commanding Roman ship
approached Alexandria.

“Hail Caesar! We are arriving,”
announced one of Caesar’s servants.

“At last, get ready for combat. We do
not know what side the Egyptians have taken, but today will be the
day of our final victory,” responded Caesar, who was a bit nervous
but satisfied. Pompey has no choice but to submit to my rule.
Finally, I will become the ruler of Rome. I hope the Egyptians will
make a wise choice and side with me.

The Roman soldiers were getting ready. The
banging noise of armour, shields, and swords spread throughout the
fleet. The rowers were ready for the final leap; their energy
levels boosted with adrenaline because the battle was near and only
hours separated them from well-deserved rest. Suddenly, the high
voice of the scout got everyone’s attention.

“Egyptian ship is
approaching!”

A single Egyptian ship under Theodotus’
command had left the port and was sailing towards Caesar.

Gods, send us Caesar at the perfect time.
After the gesture, the king will gain Caesar’s support and defeat
Cleopatra forever.”

Still nervous, Caesar stood at the bow of his
ship and waited for the Egyptian arrival. Let’s hope this is a
welcome committee. I would rather drink wine than kill and burn
today.

After a long half hour, the Egyptians finally
berthed and Theodotus boarded the commanding ship. He approached
Caesar with a smile, carrying a bag in his hand.

“Hail Caesar! Egyptian King Ptolemy
XIII welcomes you and your soldiers to Alexandria. As a sign of a
good faith, the king has sent you a special gift.”

He opened the bag and pulled out Pompey’s
head.

“No! No! No!” Caesar was disgusted and
refused to look at Theodotus, whom he suddenly despised. “You
idiots! Why did you kill him?” Pompey was his enemy, but also his
long-time ally. He was the husband of Caesar’s late daughter too.
“Who gave you the right to cowardly kill such a great
man?”

“But …”

“Don’t speak to me!” Caesar took
Pompey’s signet ring that had also been presented to him and
returned to his ship quarters where he burst into tears. Out of all
victories, what gave Caser the most pleasure was that he was so
often able to save the lives of fellow Romans who had fought
against him.

Theodotus felt very uncomfortable. He had
expected gratitude but instead was despised by Caesar. How could
we have known? I thought it would please Caesar … This will
certainly not help the support …

 








CHAPTER 33 – ALEXANDRIA, EGYPT

 


The Egyptian guide led the tourists under the
stone arch as they entered the port of Alexandria. With their
sunglasses, hats, and cameras, Aleksandra and John blended in
nicely with the other twenty tourists—mostly Americans and
Europeans.

In a thick Egyptian accent, the guide
explained, “The greater portion of the ancient city of Alexandria
is located beneath sea level just in front of you. It was levelled
by an earthquake and swallowed up by the rising of Mediterranean
Sea in AD 365.”

They continued walking over a stone-laid
square towards boats docked in the bay.

“Ancient Alexandria, capital of
Ptolomies, had been hidden by murky waters on the eastern part of
the bay for more than 1,500 years before it was rediscovered by
French archaeologist Franck Goddio in the late 1980s. Luckily, the
water here is shallow. It is only five to seven metres deep, so it
was easy to map the site. At the time, the water was polluted and
dirty, and the visibility was not very good. Since then, our
Ministry of Tourism cleaned up the harbour, and now you are able to
see most of the underwater city.”

The group stopped in front of the boat called
Cleopatra.

“Now, we are going to embark on the
boat that is equipped with a see-through bottom, so you will be
able to see the remains of the City under the Sea. The ruins
closest to the shore are both Greek and Roman. On the half square
mile, you will be able to see paved roads, columns, sphinxes,
jetties, and amphorae. For the last, we will leave the best. We
will stop at the site of island Antirrhodos, which was the location
of the royal quarters. Egyptian monarchs of the time were the
Ptolomies. They were of Macedonian decent, but ruled Egypt as
Egyptians—as Pharaohs. So the island is the site of the
royal palace that was abandoned shortly after the death of the last
pharaoh, Cleopatra, in 31 BC.”

“Those of you who signed up for it
earlier will be taken on the underwater tour of the palace ruins.
Also, those who did not sign up, but have their scuba-diving
licenses and wish to join the tour, will have a chance to do so
after a quick medical examination here on the boat. Believe me, it
is an unforgettable experience that should not be missed. This part
is not included in the price of general tour, and you will be
charged extra 180 Egyptian pounds. This is the same as thirty U.S.
dollars or twenty-five Euros. All the necessary equipment is
included in this price.”

They embarked as the captain started the
engine, and soon after, the Cleopatra drifted away from the
dock. The guide continued the story without heart or passion;
telling the story was clearly just an everyday routine.

“Before I tell you the story of
Cleopatra’s reign, let me first give you a short introduction to
her rise and fall. She was the last ruler of the Ptolomies Dynasty.
The weakening of the Ptolomies power coincided with the rise of the
Roman Empire. After seeing many cities falling under Roman power,
the Ptolomies had no choice but to ally with the Romans in the pact
that lasted for two centuries. During the reign of the later
Ptolomies, Rome gained more and more power over Egypt and was even
declared the guardian of the Ptolemaic Dynasty. Cleopatra’s father,
Ptolemy XII had to pay tribute to the Romans to keep them away from
Egypt. After he died, it seemed that the fall of the dynasty was
closer than ever. Cleopatra and her brother, Ptolemy XIII, who was
her husband too, silently struggled for power over the
throne.”

The guide stopped for the moment and pointed
to the right of the boat.

“If you look over there, you will see
both Greek and Roman columns scattered around. There are some
amphorae as well.” After everybody had a good look, he continued
his story.

“In the middle of this power struggle,
Julius Caesar came from Rome to Alexandria in 48 BC in pursuit of
Pompey, his rival to the Roman throne. Upon his arrival, Ptolemy
XIII greeted him with the head of Pompey as a present. With this
gesture, King Ptolemy hoped to gain Caesar’s support in his fight
against Cleopatra, but he achieved only a counter-effect. Caesar
resented the act, as he had planned to pardon Pompey.

“While staying in the royal palace,
whose ruins we are shortly going to see, he received the most
famous gift in history—an oriental carpet with
twenty-two-year-old Cleopatra wrapped inside. It was Cleopatra’s
counter move to gain Caesar’s support for herself and alienate
Ptolemy XIII. Caesar was seduced and sided with her. After she
received Roman reinforcements and after few battles in Alexandria,
Ptolemy XIII was defeated. His body was found in 47 BC in the Nile
River. They say he drowned while crossing the river.” The boat with
the transparent bottom slowed down a bit.

“If you look just in front of the boat,
you will see two sphinxes facing us. They were probably marking the
entrance into a temple that unfortunately does not exist any
longer.” Many people took photos, and then the guide
continued.

“In the summer of 47 BC, after having
married her younger brother Ptolemy XIV, Cleopatra went with Caesar
on a two-month trip along the Nile. On this trip, they became
lovers, and afterwards she bore him a son. He was nicknamed
Caesarion.

Both Cleopatra and her son left Alexandria
and moved to Rome where they stayed in the palace built by Caesar
in their honour. But after senators murdered Caesar in conspiracy,
Rome was split between the supporters of Mark Anthony and Octavian.
At first, Cleopatra stayed aside and watched silently, but when it
seemed that Mark Anthony was to prevail, she supported him and soon
after they became lovers too.” Aleksandra and John were both
enjoying the story and the surrounding underwater scenery.

“Anthony’s alliance with Cleopatra
angered Rome. The senators called her a sorceress and accused her
of evil doings. The Romans became even more furious when Mark
Anthony gave her parts of their empire—Crete, Cyprus, Cyrene,
Palestine, and Tarsus. For the Romans, it was a drop too much in
the glass already full of water; Octavian declared war on
Cleopatra. In the Adriatic Sea, off the Greek coast, they met in
one of the most famous battles in history. The Egyptians were
defeated, and Octavian went on to conquer Egypt a year later. He
arrived in Alexandria and easily defeated Mark Anthony on the
outskirts of the city. Anthony had asked to be taken to Cleopatra,
and he died in her arms and was buried as a king.

“Octavian entered the city and captured
Cleopatra. After realising that the end was close, she decided to
take her own life. It is not confirmed how she killed herself, but
this was the end of the Egyptian era. Alexandria remained the
capital of Egypt, but it was now just another Roman
province.”

The boat stopped, and the engine was switched
off. The guide had perfectly tempered the length of his story. The
group arrived at the site of the island of Antirrhodos that was
five metres under the surface.

“Everybody who signed up for the scuba
diving tour, please come to the front of the boat to get your gear!
Those of you who wish to sign up now, please come to the middle of
the boat for quick medical check-up.”

The group of six went to front of the boat
where they were given masks, fins, wet suits, weights, buoyancy
waists, and oxygen tanks. Aleksandra and John went towards the
middle of the boat. The doctor in front of them was sitting on the
dismountable small wooden chair and smiled at the couple. He saw
more dollars coming his way. John turned to Aleksandra. Have you
ever scuba dived before?

Yes, but I don’t have my PADI license with
me.

Don’t worry about that. Leave it to me.

As they approached the doctor, he greeted
them hospitably. “Hello! Have you ever scuba dived before?”

They smiled at him like happy tourists and
nodded affirmatively.

“You have your scuba diving licenses
with you?”

Aleksandra waited for John to deal with this.
“Of course, here they are!”

He pushed 100 Egyptian pounds into the
doctor’s hand. The doctor uncomfortably glanced around for a second
before his hand vanished into his pocket. “Let me check your blood
pressure and heart rate.”

A swift minute later, the check-up was over.
The doctor smiled. “You are both fine and fit! You can join the
others at the front.”

They quickly checked their gear, put it on,
and joined the group waiting for them in the water by the boat. The
guide was also their scuba diving group leader. As they dived in,
they entered a different world. Their bodies floated with no weight
as curious little fish gazed at them, wondering what those strange
creatures were that invaded their territory. The ancient ruins took
their breath away and sent them back 2,000 years to the era of the
last pharaohs of Egypt, to the time of Julius Caesar and Cleopatra.
Everything sounded completely different underwater—and the clearest
sound of all was their own heavy breathing.

As the group leader descended, everyone
followed him, diving over the palace’s ruins. The view was
stunning. Four sphinxes guarded the entrance at the gates. Half of
one column was still standing, defying time, earthquakes, and sea
currents. The walls had fallen, and stone blocks lay scattered
around. Some of the blocks had hieroglyphics carved on them, but it
was difficult to distinguish the meaning as the blocks were all
mixed up.

John, look! Look at the column on the
right.

There was a column split into six pieces on
the stone floor that was covered by a thin layer of sand and
corals. By its position, it seemed as if it once stood in some
large chamber of the great building next to the palace.

I can see it. Why?

Look at the carvings!

This column was somehow different from the
others. The carvings were not hieroglyphics as on the other columns
and stone blocks. The symbols were the same as that on the script
in Baghdad about The Book of Death.

Wow! This is amazing! We’re surely on the
right path!

 


The group leader signalled that the time was
up and started to slowly ascend. John looked at his air pressure
gauge. It showed only a few more measures of air left. It was easy
to lose any sense of time in such a different and beautiful
environment. Back on the boat, John and Aleksandra were still under
the strong impression of what they’d seen down below.

I cannot believe it was only this morning, a
few hours ago, that you were telling me about signs and
coincidences. This is really amazing.

Aleksandra smiled. Something is telling me
the guide might have some more information for us. I’m going to
talk to him.

Aleksandra took off the scuba gear and wet
suit and stayed in her swimming wear. Her beautiful wet body glowed
in the golden afternoon sunshine, and the gentle sea breeze
hardened her nipples as she approached the guide. He seemed
embarrassed when he realised that she’d seen him staring at her
breasts, but she comforted him with the look of an angel as she
began talking to him.

“We saw an interesting column down
there. It didn’t have hieroglyphs carved in it, but some strange
symbols I’ve never seen before. Do you know anything about
it?”

Hmm, interesting that someone noticed
it. “You’re the first to notice it. I was also puzzled when I
saw it for the first time.”

“So, what is it—do you
know?”

“Well, I was intrigued at the
beginning, but you know how it goes. You get other stuff on your
mind, you forget about these strange things, get into life’s
routine, and move on.”

“So you never inquired about
it?”

“Yes, I did, but when you don’t get the
answers you’re looking for, you lose interest quickly. There is one
thing though …”

He looked at her breasts for a moment and
then continued. He, of course, had no idea that she could read his
thoughts. How I would like to play with those, but I am not that
lucky. Maybe Daniel can help her with the symbols.” “If you’re
really interested in it …”

Daniel, hmm? “Yes?”

“There is a man who might be able to
help you. I’m not sure that he will be able to answer your
question, but he’s into those things.”

“What things?”

“Ancient mysteries, treasure hunts, and
things like that. He’s an amateur archaeologist who lives nearby.
He was a part of the team who rediscovered the ancient city years
ago.” He took out a pen and scribbled on a piece of paper. “His
name is Daniel. This is his mobile number.”

“Thank you very much! This is great; I
will definitely call him.” She took the piece of paper and started
to leave, but then stopped.

“I have to bother you for one more
thing before I leave.”

You can bother me any time, baby.
“Please, be my guest!”

“The column seemed to be located inside
some great building. Do you know what the building was?”

She’s not only beautiful, but bright and
clever too. “The building on the right is believed to have been
the great Alexandrine Library.”

“Wow, why didn’t you mention that
before? It’s the greatest known library in human
history.”

“I forget to mention things sometimes,
but also there’s another location in the city confirmed as the
actual location of the library.”

She thanked him again and went back to where
she’d left John a few minutes earlier. He was waiting eagerly. I
heard it all.

 








CHAPTER 34 – ALEXANDRIA, EGYPT—48 BC

 


Three days had passed since the Roman and
Egyptian troops that were loyal to Cleopatra defeated King Ptolemy
XIII. Cleopatra was the new Pharaoh of Egypt and her
fourteen-year-old brother had escaped.

Egypt was celebrating, and the royal palace
turned into one big orgy. The smell of sex spread through the air.
Entangled bodies moved around as laughter, moans, and sighs echoed
off the arched ceiling. In the middle of it all, surrounded by
grapes, figs, and wine—and protected by bodyguards—Caesar and
Cleopatra also indulged in the passionate game. When they were not
kissing, they were taking sips of sweet Roman wine. Four of
Cleopatra’s most beautiful and trusted slaves were adding heat to
the already fiery passion. The two men and two women used all the
knowledge they had to please the two rulers. Cleopatra bit Caesar’s
ear and moaned. Her eyes were half-closed as the dark-skinned man
penetrated her slowly. Fingertips of the beautiful blonde woman
gently touched Cleopatra’s naked body while her tongue whirled
around the Pharaoh’s anus. It made the young ruler very moist, so
the dark-skinned slave glided in easily.

Even if Caesar did not have a second girl
slave licking and fingering his rectum, just looking at Cleopatra
would have given him the erection of a lifetime. Before he took
another sip of that sweet wine, Caesar pushed his stone-hard
phallus deep into the throat of the second male slave who choked
and almost threw up.

Just in time to save everybody in the palace
from losing their minds completely, three armed Roman soldiers ran
in. Eight royal bodyguards protecting the rulers of Rome and Egypt
were ready to react if necessary. Caesar immediately noticed the
soldiers, and his erection started to soften in the mouth of the
slave. The slave’s face relaxed in obvious relief.

What is this now? Caesar’s annoyance
glistened through sweat drops.

Young Cleopatra was in a trance and did not
notice the approaching soldiers. The slaves worked her well. They
definitely knew what their mistress liked the most. Caesar was
already on his feet with his semi-erection hanging down when the
bodyguards stopped the soldiers. Only when the dark-skinned slave
stopped pounding her did Cleopatra realise what was going on.
Caesar was already in command.

“I hope, for your sake, that you have a
very good reason for the interruption.”

“My lord, we are under attack!”
responded the captain.

It came as a surprise. Caesar’s erection was
completely gone now. “Who is attacking us and from where?”

“Egyptian troops loyal to Ptolemy XIII
are surrounding the city from both land and the sea.”

“How many?”

“Almost twice as many as our
men.”

Gods! Are you testing me? “Okay. Let’s
get ready for battle!” Caesar shouted.

Within minutes, the palace was emptied and it
seemed that the orgy was just a wistful dream. Cleopatra stayed in
her chambers protected by her royal guards while Caesar was already
busy commanding defences of the city. He gathered his war staff and
went to one of the high towers overlooking the port and the city
walls.

“My lord! Their ships are moving
closer. I think they are going to attack us via the
port.”

Caesar was worried but tried not to show it.
He wanted their confidence in his leadership. He was concerned that
the enemy was too many, and he wasn’t sure if they would be able to
hold them back. However, he did not believe that this would be his
end after all he’d gone through to gain the power of Rome and how
close he had come within reach of The Book of Death. There
was no escape as they were blocked from the sea and the enemy’s
fleet was stronger. Unless … A smile of hope spread across his
face. It seemed the gods had sent him a sign, which might make all
this work to his advantage.

“Order our fire ships to wait until
they enter the bay, and then burn them with the fire boulders. In
the meantime, we will close the exit with the rest of our
fleet.”

If it works, he thought to himself,
we might just be able to stage the fire in the city and use the
situation to our advantage and grab the book. Everyone will assume
the book burned inside the library. After that, we might just be
able to use confusion in the Egyptian fleet to squeeze through out
to the open sea.

An hour later, smaller and faster Roman fire
ships intercepted the Egyptian attack by throwing fire boulders at
them. Boulders flew straight through Egyptian sails setting them
ablaze instantly. Some cut off the bows while others made holes in
the vessels’ wooden sides. The Egyptians were not prepared for
this. In no time, the whole fleet was in flames but still moving
towards the docks. Soldiers were jumping overboard to escape the
unbearable heat.

Although twice the size, the Egyptian army
was no match for Caesar’s battle skills. The Egyptian soldiers on
the land lost their confidence after they saw what happened to
their mighty fleet; they started to retreat. Caesar was victorious,
and one of his generals could not hide his excitement.

“My lord, they are leaving. We are
saved!”

“No! We are victorious, not saved!”
Caesar felt relieved. Let’s pray the second part of the plan
works well too. I hope Pretorius understood my instructions about
where to find the book. The gods are on my side. When I get the
book … fulfil my dream … become ruler of the world, like Alexander
The Great …

Burning, crewless Egyptian ships continued
gliding forward until they hit the docks. Then the docks caught on
fire, as well as some merchandise in the port. Helped by Caesar’s
most trusted men, fire quickly spread around the port setting
ablaze one building after another. Before anyone could react, the
fire caught the Alexandrian Library and dangerously moved towards
the palace.

Cleopatra was panicking. No! This is a
disaster! The ancient knowledge must be saved. “Quickly!
Everybody to the library! We have to save what we can!”

All the servants and soldiers ran from the
palace to the nearby library. Even Cleopatra herself risked her
life and entered the library with her six bodyguards. The heat from
burning papyrus warned them of approaching fire from the other side
of the building, but she was determined in her intentions. She knew
exactly what she was looking for. I’ve got to save the Book of
Death. It’s more important than life.

She quickly moved through the familiar
corridors and rooms into the grand room. Five pillars in this
pentagram-shaped space were laid in such a way that four pillars
stood towards the four corners of the room while the fifth stood
towards the pointed fifth opening on the opposite side obstructing
its view. Each of the pillars touched one tip of pentagram star
carved in the limestone floor. She did not expect to see what she
saw. The hiding place of The Book of Death was exactly under
the limestone tile that stood in the middle of the pentagram. The
tile was broken and there, in surprise, stood Pretorius, Caesar’s
loyal bodyguard, with a heavy hammer in one hand and the most
precious item possessed by the Egyptian queen in the other. Fear,
shock, and disappointment overwhelmed Cleopatra, but she did not
let her eyes betray her. She seemed calm and relaxed as if hell was
not breaking loose around them. No muscle moved on her face as she
approached and looked at Pretorius. So, Caesar is after it too.
What more power does he want? He is the ruler of Rome. If he just
understood that what he seeks, this book doesn’t offer.

Cleopatra’s escorts surrounded Pretorius in
no time. Outnumbered six-to-one, he realised he had no choice but
to surrender. He dropped the hammer, drew his sword, and placed it
on the ground. One of the guards kicked it away from his reach.

“Hand me the book!” Cleopatra
ordered.

Pretorius complied silently. He knew he had
failed his master as he watched the book change hands. The heat was
becoming unbearable, and the cracking of the wood and stone was
heard from adjacent rooms. Everybody in the grand room was now
sweating both from heat and fear. Cleopatra glanced at the book. It
was unscratched. Then she stared at Pretorius.

“How did you know where to look for
it?”

Pretorius was silent. He could not possibly
betray his master. The heat was becoming painful now, and it was
becoming very difficult to breathe.

“You can either stay here and burn
alive or answer my question,” Cleopatra demanded.

The smoke was slowly gliding in the room
under the closed doors of the west wing. Concern was now obvious in
the expression on the faces of her six bodyguards. Pretorius
cracked under the immediate and terrible life threat.

“My lady, it was my master who gave me
the instructions personally how to find the book.”

She stared at him for the moment as if
checking to see if he was telling the truth. That’s all I wanted
to know.

Breathing became almost impossible in the
room. The smoke was now everywhere as the fire was spreading
quickly. It was clear that the library was going to be lost
forever. Cleopatra turned around with the book in her hands and
started walking back to where she came from. After a few steps, she
stopped and turned around one last time and looked at Pretorius. He
had a desperate look on his fearful face. He was craving to see
hope and mercy in her eyes.

“Kill him!” The queen’s face was
impenetrable. Pretorius hadn’t seen it coming. The order came as a
relief to the guards. They knew that as soon as they finished the
job, they would be leaving this place that had quickly become a
burning furnace. Only a moment after Cleopatra’s order, Pretorius
was dead. He had been stabbed six times.

Cleopatra and her bodyguards immediately
forgot about Pretorius when the fire broke into the grand room.
Seven people started running back the way they came in. Luckily,
the fire had not yet caught that part of the building. They heard
screams coming from other parts of the building that froze the
blood in their veins. It was a reminder to Cleopatra to run as fast
as she could.

Caesar, you bastard! All of this just to
get to the book? I cannot believe he burned the library! She
was becoming dizzy from inhaling the smoke that now almost entirely
filled their path. He must not find out that I was in the
library today. He should think that Pretorius failed and the book
burned with the rest of the library. Her fragile body could not
endure the heat or smoke any longer, and she fainted in the middle
of the run. Before her body hit the hot stone-floor, two bodyguards
running behind her picked her up and carried her out of the
building. Luckily, the exit was only a few steps away. They quickly
took her to the palace, protected from curious eyes by the screen
of smoke, and brought her to her royal chambers. After a few
minutes, she came back to consciousness.

“The book! Where is the
book?”

“It is right beside you, my
queen.”

Cleopatra felt enormous relief as she grabbed
the book and placed it on her chest.

“Nobody should know that we were in the
library today. Your lives depend on that. Do you understand the
importance of it?”

“Yes, my queen,” They replied in
unison.

Still a bit dizzy and coughing, the pharaoh
of Egypt looked at the ceiling as her thoughts drifted away.

Caesar will not stop the search that
easily. The book will have to be hidden somewhere he will not look.
Some place away from here. She looked at the book, and the
thought came right to her. The Temple of Solomon!


CHAPTER 35 – VENICE, VENETIAN REPUBLIC—AD
1497

 


St. Marco’s Square was livelier than usually.
Hundreds of pigeons flew around, chased by small children screaming
and laughing as their parents enjoyed the dance and music of the
traditional February carnival. Four bronze horses, stolen by
crusaders, stood at the top of the church overlooking the square.
For the moment, illuminated by fireworks, they looked as if they
were going to jump off the roof and run back home to
Constantinople.

At the nearby Doge’s palace, Sala dello
Scrutinio had been specially adjusted for the occasion. The royal
masked ball gathered the powers of Rome, the Vatican, Venice,
Naples, and Milan. Everybody was there: the Borgias, Medicis,
Sforzas, Savoranolas, friends, family, and enemies. Lust and sin
permeated the air. Everyone felt free to do things they usually
wouldn’t do in public, as it was easier to indulge in their
favourite sins when hidden behind masks. After all, during the
carnival everything was allowed.

The children of Pope Alexander VI, Cesare and
Lucrezia Borgia, were leaning against one of the Venetian gothic
columns of the grandiose library. The large windows and the
pinnacle parapet had the same decorative motifs as had been used on
the waterfront facade. Cardinal Cesare’s face, covered with the red
devil’s mask, contrasted against the white background of the
low-grained marble of the column. The daughter of the most sinister
pope hid behind an angel’s face, her golden hair falling freely
over her shoulders.

“Lucrezia, my dear sister, can you see
that young man in red boots dancing on your right?”

“The one with the black, shiny phantom
mask and visible bulk in his pants? Hmm, he looks cute.”

Cesare couldn’t see her face, but her grey
eyes and wide smile betrayed her lustful thoughts.

“Is that all you think about, my dear
perverted sister?

She turned to her brother, the
captain-general of the church, and slowly licked her mask’s upper
lip while looking him straight in the eyes. “I wouldn’t mind having
you both in my bed tonight. He seems to be gifted.”

The idea made the blood rush in his head.
“Tempting, but I will have to bring you a substitution tonight. He
is out of the question.”

“Why? I like him.”

“That is Alfonso, the prince of
Aragon.”

“So that’s the man my father wants me
to marry. I hope he will be a better choice than my previous
husband.”

“Ah, poor Giovanni Sforza. When I think
of what we forced him to do, it makes me laugh.”

She smiled. “We really made a fool of that
man … Signing the statement admitting to not fulfilling his marital
obligations … Poor bastard didn’t really have a choice.”

“Well, he’s lucky to be alive. If you
didn’t warn him, I would have certainly finished it more quickly.
This way he has to live with the shame, but he still gets to
live.”

She glanced over his shoulder. “Oh, here is
Leonardo!”

An energetic man in his mid-forties
approached the brother and sister and kissed the hand of the
beautiful seventeen-year-old Lucrezia. The apprentice, who stayed
at a polite distance, accompanied him.

“My dear Lucrezia and Cesare, how is
the carnival treating you?”

Cesare bowed to the genius. “My dear
Leonardo, the carnival is the time that we enjoy the best. We
haven’t seen each other much lately, but I have been thinking of
you. I have a very important project that needs a very skilful
engineer—somebody like you, in fact.”

“My dear Cesare, are you thinking about
architectural work combined with construction of some important
work here in Venice?”

“No, Leonardo. It is something to do
with the military, but I will contact you soon about
it.”

“I am always looking forward to being
of service to the church.”

They bowed to each other, and Leonardo Da
Vinci left to join the younger man. Lucrezia was curious about
Leonardo’s apprentice.

“Who is that young stallion with
Leonardo? Do you think they are lovers?”

Cesare smiled while gazing at the two men
disappearing in the crowd of lusting nobility.

“They certainly follow the Greek
tradition of teacher and apprentice. But leave these two and your
sexual appetite for the moment. Do you know why father wants you to
marry Alfonso?”

“Of course I know: for political power
gains. What’s new?”

“Good, if you think like that,
everybody else will too. That’s exactly what he wanted.”

“What are you talking
about?”

“The Aragon house is a politically
important ally, but father does not really need their support that
much. After all, he is the pope, the most powerful of all. He made
everyone believe that they are important to him in order to get you
to infiltrate the Aragon house.”

“Me, to infiltrate inside?”

“They have something very important
that he wants, and you will get it for him.”

“What is it?”

“Let’s walk away from curious
ears.”

They walked out into the internal courtyard
overlooking the Piazzetta. After he made sure that they were alone,
he continued.

“Aragon predecessors were some of the
first Templars. You are aware that the first nine Templar knights
found the great treasure in Jerusalem?”

“Yes, I know. The treasure in
knowledge, not in gold, that helped them to establish the powerful
Order of the Templars.”

“Indeed, they found the great knowledge
of the ancient times that is invaluable, and they kept the majority
of the knowledge under safe guard ever since. Not many souls have
had a chance to peep at those scripts.”

“Thank God for that. If the knowledge
became public, our political and religious system would have been
history. Can you imagine if the facts came out about ancient
civilizations that were greater and more advanced than our own, or
if people were to find out that the religion they are practicing is
just the control tool invented by power houses?”

“Of course, but the problem is that the
pope and King Philippe IV didn’t do their job properly a hundred
years ago when the order was abolished. They destroyed the order,
but some Templars managed to flee and went into hiding and are not
our friends any more. The knowledge they posses is a great threat
to us. That is why our beloved father has devoted his life to
hunting down the knowledge that was split between the families of
the first nine Templars for safekeeping.”

“So, I suppose the Aragon family is
keeping one portion of it?”

“Yes, they are keeping one of the last
two portions not in the possession of the Vatican. You can
understand the importance of it.”

“What is more important to the church?
To gain this knowledge for use, or to prevent it from surfacing out
in the open?”

“Good question! I think in the short
term, it is more important to prevent it from spreading widely, but
ultimately to posses it for use. But there are two kinds of
knowledge hidden.”

“Two kinds?”

“One that is threatening to the church
and another that could be extremely useful. There are things that
won’t do the church any good, like The Book of Enoch, that
we must stop from spreading.”

“The Book of Enoch? I never had
a chance to read that. Why is it so important? I know it has been
cursed by the church for a long time now.”

“In short, I can tell you that it is
the story told by Enoch who was the son of Cain, father of
Methuselah and grandfather of Noah. He was talking about gods who
came to Earth to indulge in sexual pleasures with the daughters of
men.”

“Mmm, I wish I was there.”

“Don’t you see? He is talking about
gods, not God, and about their not-so-holy intentions.”

“That’s fine with me.”

“I know it’s fine with you, but it is
definitely not fine with the commonly held beliefs and the church’s
position. Furthermore, these gods, whose description very much
matches that of our angels, lived in Eden. Eden was both heaven and
hell. It had its beautiful gardens, but also had its prison where
the evil ones were tortured by those same gods-angels. The book
describes the pit hole in the north part of heaven with burning
flames and ice cold walls.”

“I see. The church cannot allow the
possibility of hell in heaven. It does not match with its
representation of these two notions.”

“There are also hundreds of gospels by
people living at time of Jesus describing our Lord as a mortal man,
inspiring and great—but mortal. Thousands of years ago, the
church decided to proclaim Jesus as immortal in order to strengthen
the Roman Empire; they went to a great extent to destroy gospels
depicting Jesus as a mortal human being. Only the gospels
describing him as divine were allowed. Now you can grasp the
possible consequences that information like this can have on the
church’s influence—and therefore the power it and we
possess.”

“You’re absolutely right. What is the
other kind of knowledge that you said can be extremely useful to
the church?”

Cesare gazed as if daydreaming for the
moment. “That other knowledge is the real prize, far greater than
the first one. It can be extremely useful for anyone who has it,
not only the church. Actually, it can be an even greater threat
than the first. It is the knowledge of the ancient
civilizations—both their technological and spiritual
knowledge.”

Lucrezia looked excited. “Thank God the
greatest portion is in our hands. What is it?”

Cesare looked a bit sad and worried. “I don’t
know. All the portions gathered by the church are of the first kind
of knowledge. It seems the Templars understood what was of the
greatest importance and hid it well.”

“You mentioned that the Aragons are
holding one of the last two portions of the knowledge. Who is
holding the second portion?”

“That’s another problem. We don’t know,
but hope that you will find out. We only know that it exists and it
is gathered in two books.” He paused, and they stared at each other
silently for a moment, surrounded by darkness. Their eyes
transformed from human to reptilian, and they kissed with their
long snake-like tongues.

 








CHAPTER 36 – NEW YORK CITY, USA

 


David hated using services that were not his
own, but in this case he could not wait any longer; things were
developing too fast, and he could not afford to stay out of the
picture. He sat behind his desk and accessed the new generation
high-security computer. All the data and software on it had been
encrypted. It was impossible to break into the system. Even if the
most skilful hackers using high tech military equipment tried to
access it, they would need 150 years to decipher the access
codes.

He accessed the CIA intranet and connected to
the secured phone line. There was a touch of respect and fear in
the woman’s voice who answered the call coming in from the highest
security level, identified under code name “Draconian.”

“Sir, how can I be of service to
you?”

David’s voice sounded even more authoritative
through the voice filters. He was speaking through a microphone
connected to his computer.

“I need your team to find me one
person. The file with the photo is being transferred to you right
now,” he said, and then hung up. Phone calls like these were
impossible to trace back to him. He operated this service only in
exceptional cases.

I can feel Nefer-tem’s presence becoming
stronger and stronger, but I can’t see where he is. I wonder who
the one is accompanying him. I hope the RV team will be able to
tell me all about it. Who knows? Maybe I’ll finally get a hold of
the books. Oh what I went through after Malta—I never figured out
how they smuggled the real Book of Death out.

The memories surfaced, and his mind suddenly
raced back in time to Malta and the 18th of June, 1798.
His superior mind was able to recall the memories as if it were the
day he experienced them. Everything was so vivid, clear, and real
when he closed his eyes and lay back in his chair.

 








CHAPTER 37 – MALTA – AD 1798

 


The French squadron and its convoys had just
arrived from the Bay of St. Florente this morning and joined the
convoy of General Desaix that had arrived at the mouth of the bay
at the beginning of May. The army was lead by the frigate,
L’Orient, with Napoleon Bonaparte on board, and was now
anchored overlooking the bay into La Valletta. In his quarters, the
man in shadow accompanied Napoleon who was walking from one side of
the room to another, visibly nervous.

“Are you sure the French knights will
not fight?”

The man in the shadow sounded very confident.
“French knights are not the Templars. Their worldly education has
made them averse to a monastic life of Maltese knights. Malta was
their only choice after the revolution, and now they’re looking at
you as an exit from the miserable life they’ve been living for the
past few years.”

The worry was still present on Napoleon’s
face. He was substantially shorter than the imposing man in the
shadow. “But how you can be so sure? Malta is impregnable.”

The man in the shadow looked the general
straight in the eyes, enforcing his authority. Bonaparte suddenly
felt chills crawl down his spine and stopped walking. “Bonaparte,
if I guarantee something, you do not question it. I made sure they
will comply.” The man approached the general and tapped him on the
shoulder. “You will promise them freedom, and I will take care of
the rest. Go and prepare for the battle now, and remember—there are
no impregnable fortresses.”

The Corsican general bowed. “Sorry, master, I
will not doubt you again. The Maltese Cross will fall today.” He
turned around and left to meet his generals.

 


A couple of hours later, the invasion was
underway. General Desaix entrusted the command of the leading
troops to the Duke of Rovigo. After landing in the Bay of
Maira-Sirocco, the soldiers encountered very little resistance. The
duke was surprised and concerned—the place looked empty, and he
sincerely hoped it was not a trap. The French continued to push
their advance; the impenetrable defences of Malta that they’d been
told about so seemed non-existent. It looked like the splendid
fortifications reflecting the power of the Order and the strength
of the place were useless now. It seemed as if there was nobody to
protect them. It was all very strange.

Ever since the fall of the Island of Rhodes,
the Templar knights had focused all their attention on the
fortifying of Malta. Every grand master of the Order seemed to have
had no ambition other than to add some new work to the harbour or
town. It seemed that the only goal of the government was to make
Malta an impregnable fortress. However, today it seemed to be an
easy conquest for the French Army and ambitious Napoleon. The same
day, the Duke of Rovigo came to the very foot of the ramparts on
the landside.

At dusk, the messenger from the Grand Master
Ferdinand von Hompesch came to L’Orient. He spoke in a
resentful voice. “General Bonaparte, the Order will surrender to
the French Army under your terms. We will surrender the forts to
you if you grant the personal liberty of the Grand Master and his
followers and liberty for all the knights to withdraw to any place
they think proper. The French Army will take possession of the
island.”

Napoleon looked satisfied with the
development. The man from the shadow calmly stood next to him.
Just as I thought; the French knights refused to fight. Finally,
I will lay my hands on The Book of Death.

The messenger continued. “But we are asking
you for one concession.”

Both Napoleon and the man from the shadow
grew tense, and their muscles stiffened. The messenger looked at
both of them and continued. “We built this island in order to
protect the holy relics, and we will only surrender if their
possession stays with the Order, especially the arm of St. John and
the icon of Our Lady of Philerme.”

Napoleon spoke. “I don’t see why not—”

But before he finished, Nimrod interrupted
him. “You can take all the relics but one.”

The messenger looked at Nimrod, surprised.
“What is the holy relic you are asking for?”

“It is neither the arm of St. John nor
the icon of Our Lady of Philerme, but the Grand Master will know.”
Nothing is as important as The Book of Death.

The messenger nodded and then continued
talking directly to Nimrod. “Also, we will need assurance that
Napoleon will provide us the escort frigate for safe passage to
Trieste.”

A few hours later, a summer sea breeze
welcomed the Grand Master and twenty Templars on the deck of
L’Orient. The warm Mediterranean breeze filled the air with
the smells of sea, gunpowder, and the soldiers’ sweat. Although
they proudly wore their shiny armour and white tunics with the
Maltese Red Cross, the looks on their faces betrayed their true
feelings of shameful defeat. All the fighting had ceased.

Nimrod observed from the shadow near
Napoleon, who walked up to the approaching Templars and saluted. He
was more than happy with the outcome. “Grand Master von Hompesch!
It is my honour to finally meet you.”

The Grand Master did not share the same
excitement. “I wish the circumstances were different.”

Napoleon glanced at the four wooden, studded
chests that some of the Templars carried. “The holy relics?”

The Grand Master nodded as the fear of
uncertainty spread over his face. Napoleon stepped closer. “Open
the chests!”

The Grand Master’s pupils widened. His deep
blue Germanic eyes looked tired. “But we have an agreement!”

Napoleon was serious. “Yes, we do. You can
take all the relics but one. Open them!”

The Templar turned unwillingly to his men and
nodded. They immediately put the chests down on the shiny wooden
deck and then opened them. As the chests had not been opened for a
long time, the hinges were rusty and squeaked.

Napoleon gave an order, and the French
soldiers dragged the chests towards him, leaving marks on the deck.
Nimrod came out of the shadow, and both men moved closer to observe
the content carefully. The chests were loaded with icons
embellished by precious stones, golden crosses with sparkly
diamonds, deep green emeralds, blood-red rubies, and perfect
pearls. They spotted the miracle icon of Our Lady of Philerme. The
holy Mary’s face was embedded with aureole that housed the precious
stones. The holy icon with its rich history, which travelled from
Jerusalem 800 years ago to Rhodes and then was forced by Turkish
invasion to find its settlement in Malta, did not attract Napoleon
or Nimrod’s attention—and neither did the highly decorated arm of
John the Baptist. As they browsed one chest after another, both men
grew visibly impatient. When they finished looking in the last
chest, their impatience turned into rage.

Nimrod briskly walked towards the Grand
Master and grabbed him by the neck with his right hand, lifting him
up off the floor. Surprised, von Hompesch struggled in vain to
release the steel grip that was chocking him. As the waves moved
the ship, his body swung left and right. Although unarmed, the
Templars moved forward to protect their Grand Master but were
stopped by the French guns pointing at them.

Nimrod opened his mouth and spoke in an
unearthly voice. “Don’t make me ask you twice! Where is it?”

The Grand Master was in pain; air was barely
reaching his lungs, and his vision was slowly blurring and dimming.
His legs frantically shaking, he weakly said, “Where is what?”

“I am not in a mood to play games!
Where is the book?” Nimrod tightened his grip.

Napoleon was fuming too. “Do you really think
you can play with us?” He looked at a nearby soldier. “Give me your
knife!” The soldier quickly obeyed. Bonaparte took the knife and
kneeled in front of the open chests. He lifted out the icon of Our
Lady of Philerme and held it for the Templars to see. “Can anybody
tell me where the book we are seeking is?” He looked at the
grieving faces with white tunics staring in disbelief, but nobody
spoke, so he carved out the first ruby on the right, out of nine,
from the pale red aureole.

With his face as red as blood, von Hompesch
was persistent. “What book are you talking about?”

Nimrod stared at him with his dragon eyes.
“The book that means much more to you than all the other relics
together!”

One Templar could not resist. “This is
blasphemy! You are damned!”

Napoleon looked at him as he lifted another
icon and carved out the biggest sapphire from the necklace engraved
on the chest of the mother of God. The blue stone popped out and
landed on the wooden deck. “Do you know where the book is?”

The Templar was outraged. “We don’t know of
such a book! What can be more important to us than Our Lady of
Philerme and the arm of St. John?”

Napoleon looked at his soldiers. “Shoot him!”
A second later, two shots were fired, and the lifeless body of the
Templar fell on the wooden deck. “Who else thinks I’m damned?”

Nimrod’s grip on von Hompesch increased. His
legs stopped shaking, and his arms dropped down. Nimrod released
him, and the Grand Master fell on the deck with a thud. “Wake him
up! I want every soul, every grave, every house, and every corner
of this island searched.”

The Templars were quiet now as Napoleon
continued carving out the precious stones and then putting them in
his pocket. “So, you don’t know where the book is!” He unwrapped
the cloth protecting the right arm of St. John and then proceeded
to strip it of all its jewels. Bonaparte pulled the ring off St.
John’s finger and placed it on his own. “He doesn’t need it
anymore, and it looks much better on me anyway.” The Corsican
general frantically continued randomly carving out precious stones
from the other relics. When he was finished, he said, “Now, you can
have your relics back!” He kicked one of the chests towards the
Templars just as the Grand Master was waking up, struggling to
breathe in as much air as his swollen throat allowed him.

The soldiers stripped the armour from the
knights and searched them. They punched and kicked the Templars
until one of the soldiers exclaimed, “The book! One of them had a
book!” He quickly approached Napoleon and handed him the book
wrapped in the worn out leather case.

The general looked at it with awe, but before
he managed to open the case, Nimrod was by his side pulling the
book out of his hands. “I will deal with this.”

“I’m honoured to be at your service.”
Napoleon’s obedience to Nimrod was a bit confusing to the soldiers
who feared their general.

Nimrod opened the case and smiled. At last
… after so many years. He turned and said, “Bonaparte, you can
let them go now.”


CHAPTER 38 - LANGLEY, USA

 


Jennifer Miller, Remote Viewing Project
Leader for the CIA, had just received a secure phone call from
“Draconian.” She received this kind of call every day, from
different people, but they were usually remote viewing requests for
locations of drug smugglings or for the purpose of industrial
espionage. But after Draconian’s call, she was visibly disturbed.
He usually only called once in a while, but his requests for remote
viewing always brought a certain risk with them. Ever since the
United States adopted the technique of clairvoyant espionage, which
was invented by the Soviet Union during the Cold War, his requests
were always the strangest and most interesting, but also by far the
riskiest. In the past, those requests included spying on statesmen
throughout the world, other intelligence agencies, secret society
meetings, and even aliens. Pursuing this type of request always
bore the danger of being discovered and counter-attacked. Her team
had lost two agents to such requests in the past. The KGB
assassinated one, and the other died while spying on Greys, one of
the alien species covertly operating on Earth.

Jennifer placed her hand on the wall scanner
next to the elevator. After the main computer confirmed her palm’s
identification, the lift was automatically fetched to the floor she
was on. The doors opened, and she entered the steel elevator and
placed her eyes in front of the optical reader.

“Security level number 10,” she called
out loud.

The voice recognition programme on the main
system confirmed that her voice matched the eyes and palm readings.
It also confirmed that Jennifer Miller had access granted to the
requested destination. The doors closed, and the elevator quickly
descended to Level 10 below the ground.

She wondered what on earth Draconian was up
to this time. When the doors slid open, she entered the room full
of high-tech equipment. There was a large holographic platform on a
transparent, round table in the middle of the room. The platform
had ten connection cables running from it towards each of ten
chairs around the table, and there were five connection ends on
each cable. Two ends were to be stuck to the temples, one to the
forehead, one to the top of the head, and one at the back of the
head where the skull and spine join. Five men and four women were
sitting at the large round table, clearly expecting her. A portion
of hair from the top of their heads was shaved because the
connectors had to be attached firmly.

After greeting them with a smile and saying,
“Good morning, everyone!” Jennifer walked to the only empty chair,
opened the envelope, pulled out the photo of a beautiful,
dark-haired woman in her mid-twenties, and handed it to the man
next to her. Everyone was anxious to find out what today’s trip
would be, as they had the ability to travel anywhere in space and
time. They could not only travel from the heart of Africa to Mars
and Jupiter, but also from the time of the pharaohs to the probable
future at any point in time. The future was not always certain, but
it was always an interesting trip.

As they passed around the photo, Jennifer
said, “It’s the request from Draconian. We have to locate her as
soon as possible.”

“Shit! Not that guy again!” a small man
with the square glasses hanging at the tip of his nose said. His
high forehead was sweating under the room’s bright
spotlights.

Everybody knew this wasn’t going to be a walk
in a park and would be risky, but they had no choice. Jennifer
sensed their concern and took charge of the situation quickly.
“Okay, people. Let’s get to work! Since you all know the possible
risk on this one, we’ll work together. If you suspect or sense a
threat, we are all to pull out immediately.”

After everyone had a good look at
Aleksandra’s photo, they attached the connectors, dimmed the lights
in the room, and relaxed in the black leather recliners. The
procedure was routine but with a strict protocol they had followed
for a long time. They triggered the protocol for remote viewing by
descending from the full conscious state of mind—Beta, the
state of mind people experience every day when they’re awake.

The group descended to the Alpha state of
mind—the state of meditation, or thinking of someone not
currently present, or visualising past memories. After they reached
Alpha, they continued deeper until they reached Theta—the
state of mind when one is at the verge of sleep. A few minutes
later, the whole team entered the Delta state, whose name in Greek
means the Door. It is the Door to the union with one, union with
universal energy, to ultimate knowledge, to God—the state of mind,
people are in when asleep. Time and space do not exist there, and
the conscious and unconscious are separated. The team members,
however, had learned to stay conscious in Delta and beyond.

It was now time to focus on the target. They
visualised the photo of Aleksandra in their minds and within
moments were able to see her sitting on the cushions of the Arabic
café and indulging in shisha. Her face was clouded by the smoke she
was exhaling. Some team members smelled the apple and melon
flavoured fragrance of the tobacco she enjoyed.

The holographic platform flashed a few times,
and the projected vision from the minds of the ten members produced
the environment of a café in Alexandria. Above the heads of
Aleksandra and John was a small tin plate screwed to the wall that
had Victor Emanuel Square written on it. Everything they
were seeing and experiencing was being recorded and stored in the
main computer system.







CHAPTER 39 - ALEXANDRIA, EGYPT

 


At the same time, on the other side of the
globe, an elegant forty-five-year-old man, well built and tanned,
entered the porch of the café where Aleksandra and John were
relaxing. He wore an immaculate khaki linen suit, and his white
shirt was unbuttoned halfway down. When he saw them sitting down on
the cushions and smoking a big shisha, which was on the floor next
to them, a big smile spread across his face. He walked directly to
the table where they were sitting.

“You two must be Aleksandra and John.
I’m Daniel. Welcome to Alexandria.”

As he spoke those words, a flash of light
blinded Aleksandra—and then John too. Before she knew what was
going on, she was in a dark room surrounded by ten people sitting
around a large table. Somehow she seemed to be in the middle of
that table.

Who are these people? Who are you?

The questions were an automatic reaction, but
the answers started pouring in: CIA, Remote Viewing Special Unit,
Draconian’s order … the faces of the people surrounding her became
confused and frightened. After she realised they were spying on
her, she managed to break the connection.

Though it lasted for only a few seconds,
Daniel looked at the big shisha on the floor and wondered what on
earth was really in it that would make Aleksandra and John look so
stoned.

Aleksandra and John looked briefly at each
other in confirmation of what just happened.

I don’t know if they managed to locate us
in such a short time, but we shouldn’t risk it., were John’s
thoughts.

Let’s do this as quickly as possible and
leave. Thank God you managed to persuade the receptionist at the
hotel to register us under different names without asking for
passports. Cash is the king in this country.

They stood up to greet their new friend. John
said, “I’m sorry, Daniel. I don’t know what they’ve put in this
shisha, but it’s some strong stuff. Nice to meet you,” and shook
hands with Daniel.

Aleksandra gave him a firm handshake. “Sorry
Daniel. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Daniel laughed. “The pleasure is mine. I must
get a puff of that smoke of yours then.”

They dropped to the cushions around the
table, and the waiter approached. Daniel said, “Bring me one mint
tea with pines, please. What do you two want?”

“Tea is fine,” Aleksandra
said.

“Me too,” John agreed.

“Okay. Tea for three then!”

After the waiter was gone, Daniel spoke to
John. “So, you told me on the phone that you’re interested in the
ruins of old Alexandria.” Okay, let see what these two are
after.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“And the guide told you I can help you
with some information.”

“Yes, the thing is, while diving near
the royal palace, we saw the ruins of a building next to it. The
guide told us that it might be the Alexandrine Library.”

Might be? If you only knew how right you
are. “It is one of the theories, but it hasn’t been proven. In
fact, some English and Polish archaeologists have proven that the
location is on a different spot and are building a new library
there. I can take you there and show you.”

John and Aleksandra exchanged a quick glance
that Daniel missed.

He seems to know more than he’s willing to
reveal. John said, “So it’s not sure to be the location of the
great library? I see … but there was another thing that got our
attention.”

What’s he getting at? I hope it’s not what
I think it is. “Aha?”

Aleksandra joined in the conversation. “While
diving, I accidentally saw something very strange that fully caught
my attention.” She waited to see Daniel’s reaction before she
continued. He became nervous.

I hope you didn’t see the column.

We got him! “I saw six pieces of the
broken column lying on the sea floor that had very strange carvings
on them. It was some kind of script in a language not similar to
Greek, Roman, or Egyptian.”

Daniel didn’t say a thing. Shit! How could
she have seen it? I told those fools not to take the tours over
there, but they’re so greedy for an extra few dollars. I wonder if
these two are archaeologists like they say they are or are just
some treasure hunters. Anyway, they won’t find anything there that
they’re looking for.

Aleksandra continued. “Daniel, do you know
what these carvings are?”

Daniel tried to force a relaxed smile on his
face, but it was very difficult. Of course I do, but you really
think I’d reveal the story of The Book of Death to you? I
should have never come to this meeting … I’m not comfortable … like
somebody’s watching me from inside out. And I thought this
would be a simple historical chat … tour to get me a few quick
bucks … some practice in English. “I saw those carvings when we
first discovered the ruins, but back then there were so many things
to see and do, I never gave those carvings my full attention. Why
are you so interested in one column when there’s so much other
cultural treasure all over the place to explore? I can show you
much more interesting places.”

When Aleksandra and John intercepted his last
thoughts, they became fully alert. So he knows! No more hide and
seek! Time for games is running out, thought Aleksandra.

You’re right. Olsen and company could be
here any moment. Let’s get to the point—make his thinking focused
on the book. John spoke again. “Daniel, we’re not interested in
anything else when you can lead us to the most important treasure
of all time.” He fixed his eyes on Daniel’s. “What do you know
about The Book of Death?”

It came down as a thunderbolt. When John
mentioned the book, Daniel was inhaling a smoke of shisha. The
words he heard suddenly transformed the flavour from apple and
melon into chilli. He coughed, and his eyes goggled. What? Who
are these people? How could they possibly know? I better leave.
“I’m sorry, I have no idea what you’re talking about. I think
someone played a joke on you.” He forced a smile and then
continued. “It looks like you trust people too much. If you would
excuse me now, I have some serious business to attend to and have
no time for this nonsense.”

He was about to get up, but John pushed down
on his shoulder, mildly forcing him to sit again. “Please, give us
a few minutes.”

Aleksandra spoke quickly. “Daniel! It’s very
important you tell us where the book is. If it gets in the wrong
hands, it can be very dangerous.”

He squeezed his jaws, and his muscles
hardened. You bet it’s dangerous in the wrong hands! That’s why
I am not telling you. The Book … The Order… Malta.

Aleksandra and John were now confused.
Malta? The Order?

Daniel’s annoyance continued. If this
asshole tries to stop me again, I’ll knock him down. Who the fuck
do they think they are? “I told you, I have no idea what you’re
talking about.” He turned to John and said in a threatening voice,
“And if you touch me again, I’ll touch you back. I’m leaving
now!”

Before he had time to get up, Aleksandra
quickly made one last attempt. “We know about Malta and the
Order.”

Daniel’s face dropped, changing from angry to
fearful and confused. What? But how? It’s not possible! That
means one thing only—they must be of the few chosen Templars … two
of us … Are they testing me? Or is there a rat inside the
Order?

She tried to make him feel safe and get more
information. “I’m neither Templar nor your enemy, whoever they are.
I am …” She paused. I wonder if he knows. Okay, let’s see.
“I’m the rightful keeper of the book.”

John was surprised and somewhat annoyed.
You didn’t have to tell him that!

Daniel jumped up from the cushions, and John
and Aleksandra rose with him. This is bullshit! Nobody knows who
the rightful owner was! It was neither Cleopatra nor Alexander the
Great. If ever there was one, he’s been dead for thousands of
years…

John glanced at Aleksandra. Watch
out!

Three gunmen pulled the triggers on their
sniper guns. Nobody heard the shots, as the silencers did the job.
The three people at the café dropped down on the cushions, no
longer moving. The projectiles fired were sleeping injection
bullets that took effect after only a few seconds. The team with
the ambulance raced in and picked the bodies up before anyone
realised what was going on. The ambulance accelerated away with a
squeal of tires while the waiter ran after it.

“Hey! Hey! Who’s going to pay for the
tea and smoke?”

 








CHAPTER 40 - ALEXANDRIA, EGYPT

 


The ambulance siren continued to scream out
as it raced through the crowded streets of Alexandria. Two unmarked
black Audi Quattros escorted it, one car in front and another
behind. Inside the ambulance, Aleksandra, John, and Daniel were
lying on three beds while four men dressed as orderlies silently
watched over them; each sitting in one of the corners. John and
Daniel were on two beds next to each other deeper inside, while
Aleksandra was on the bed closest to the door.

Daniel was in a deep sleep, but John and
Aleksandra were faking it. In the split second before they were
shot at, John had telepathically warned Aleksandra of the threat
and they managed to drop down a nanosecond before the bullets hit
them. In a rush, the fake medics did not realise that the bullet
wounds were missing from their flesh.

I’m okay. What about you? Aleksandra
asked John through her thoughts.

I’m fine too.

They must think we’re dead.

We should use it to our advantage.

Surprise will definitely help. These guys
look tough.

We shouldn’t wait until the car stops. I can
hear a lot of noise outside, so we’re still in a crowded place in
the city.

Okay. Let’s do it—NOW!

Aleksandra and John moved faster than ever
before. John lifted his body from the bed rolling backwards using
his arms and stretching his legs into a helicopter kick while
simultaneously hitting the pair of guards. They choked and fell on
the floor holding their necks. At the same time, one guard at the
front received a punch in the temple, while Aleksandra’s foot
kicked the other guard’s groin. The kicks and punches were fast,
powerful, and precise. All four escorts were immediately
neutralised.

Amazing! Aleksandra thought. We’re
still picking up speed.

We’re evolving. It definitely has something
to do with you remembering some things from Nefer-tem time.

She smiled at John. And your near-death
experience.

He grinned. Yes. I’m collateral damage
too. Let me check this guy. He touched Daniel’s neck and
checked his heartbeat. He’s still alive! John carefully
searched Daniel for the wound and found it on his chest. They
shot at us with sleeping bullets.

Aleksandra peeped carefully through the rear
door. The Black Audi was right behind them. The ambulance now
moved very slowly. They were passing near the marketplace,
and a sea of pedestrians had slowed the traffic almost to a
halt.

We have to get him out of here, but we still
have a few problems.

John was checking the two guards close to him
for weapons. They’re unarmed. What do you mean more
problems?

There’s a car behind us with two guys, and I
think they’re armed.

John went to take a look. We should handle
them quickly. I don’t think we’ll have such a great opportunity
again. This ambulance won’t be moving this slowly for much longer,
and that car won’t be this close to us again.

But how?

John looked around. I’ve got an
idea!

He pulled one unconscious guard up and put
him on his shoulders. When I tell you, open the door
quickly.

She nodded, realising what was he going to
do. The guy must have weighed ninety kilos, and John was panting
under the weight. Now!

She opened the door, and John threw the guard
in the air. He landed on the Audi and bounced up and hit the
windscreen, making a loud noise. The Audi stopped with a screech of
tires. The driver’s face was pressed against the horn that screamed
unendingly through the air. Aleksandra jumped out and moved quickly
beside the car landing a punch to the passenger’s right temple. The
man in the black suit managed to pull his gun out before he fell
unconscious.

The ambulance driver panicked and
accelerated, but only managed to crash into the Audi in front. John
jumped off the ambulance and dragged Daniel’s body out. Suddenly
two loud shots broke through the air. People, who had been
curiously gathering around, started screaming and running away in
panic. Some fell on the ground fearing the shots. The men from the
front car were in action. Everything suddenly seemed as in slow
motion to Aleksandra. She sensed the bullets’ paths and dodged both
of them as she grabbed the gun from the unconscious passenger. She
saw John slowly putting down Daniel’s body to help her, but his
reaction seemed too slow at the time. The two gunners in front were
in slow motion as well, and it gave her enough time to aim
properly. She fired two shots back at the front car.

Both men from the front car fell on the dusty
road. One screamed in pain, rolling from side to side, wounded in
the stomach. The other was silent with his face turned upward to
the beautiful, deep blue sky, as blood oozed from the hole in his
forehead. It was a perfect shot. Aleksandra stood silently in
shock—she’d just killed somebody.

“Let’s go!” John was calling her with
Daniel on his back. She didn’t move. “We don’t have much time!
Let’s go!” She still couldn’t move. John had to leave Daniel for
the second time. He dropped Daniel on the dusty road and ran
towards her. He shook Aleksandra by the shoulders and slapped her
face. Slow motion stopped, and the normal speed resumed.

“Aleksandra! We don’t have time now.
Let’s go!”

She grasped her composure as if coming back
from a dream. “Quickly! Help me with Daniel. I have to see where
the ambulance driver is.” John took the gun from her hand and slid
under the ambulance. He crawled quickly to the front under the cab.
The driver was still inside and was frantically calling for back
up.

“Mayday! Mayday! This is Alpha Six.
We’re in trouble! At least two agents down! I repeat: at least two
agents down!”

John moved under the truck, then climbed up
the passenger’s side and pointed the gun at the driver. “Put it
down and pull the hand break!”

The driver dropped his walkie-talkie and
pulled the hand break. The voice from the command post was still
coming through the speaker. “What happened? Are you there? Are you
there?”

John swung the pistol against the driver’s
head, making him unconscious. The voice on the other end of the
walkie-talkie was still trying to make contact. “Alpha One, can you
hear me? … Are you there? … Shit! We lost contact! Send back-up
quickly!”

John removed the key from the engine and
hastily jumped out, ran back. and helped Aleksandra pick up Daniel.
The street that was crowded only a few moments ago was now almost
deserted.

“Quickly, we have to find a place with
lots of people, a market place or something, a big crowd! Our
hunters will be here in no time.”

Aleksandra was still in shock but tried to
push it away and concentrate. “Look over there! It looks like a
pedestrian zone. We might be able to blend in.”

“Let’s move quickly!”

Daniel’s khaki linen suit was no longer
immaculate. It was dusty, dirty, torn, and wrinkled. Still quite
sedated, he was slowly starting to wake up as Aleksandra and John
carried him into the labyrinth of crowded and narrow streets
through a bazaar full of shops.

 








CHAPTER 41 - NEW YORK CITY, USA

 


David was sitting comfortably in his chair
enjoying the view of Central Park covered with the virgin white
snow. The wind was forming swirls above the frozen lake, and as it
moved back and forth it made pirouettes by lifting the white powder
up from the icy and cold surface. It was like watching Snow White
ice skating.

With his right hand under his chin, David’s
thoughts drifted back to the past.

It was too late when I realised that bustard
von Hompesch tricked me and managed to smuggle the real book to
Trieste. He made the deal with the Romanoffs, and the book was
gone. I never forgave them for that. It took me some time to
organise my revenge, but when the October Revolution came down on
them, it was sweet.

David’s mind dove into the vivid memories
from 1917. He closed his eyes, and everything around him was
exactly the same as that night in Switzerland.

 








CHAPTER 42 – SWITZERLAND – AD 1917

 


The Great War in Europe was blazing. France,
Britain, and Russia were at full-scale war against the
Austro-Hungarian Empire, Germany, and Italy, but it did not stop
the enemies from enjoying the party thrown by Vladimir Illych Lenin
in his Swiss hideaway. The party guests included powerful men from
all around the globe. Many of the guests present
were from opposite sides in the war but were members of the same
families. For them, this war was just a game and a way to make a
lot of money. The Rothschilds of London, Paris, and Munich drank
vodka and beer with Lithenoth, Kakonavich, and Stalin. They laughed
and commented on Stalin’s nickname of the “Jesse James of the
Urals.” The enemies were friends; the enemies were family.
After all, Switzerland was the neutral ground. It was a welcome
party for Leon Trotsky. He was delivering 20 million dollars in
gold. After the problem he had with British Navy, everything went
smoothly.

Max Warburg, the chief of the German Secret
Police and member of the Warburg banking clan enjoyed a glass of
champagne and was chatting with David. The German gazed into the
bubbly glass. “I heard you had a problem with the Brits.”

“Just a minor delay. The ship was
intercepted by one of their warships.”

“How did you get around it?”

“Well, I had Wilson call Lloyd George
and tell him that the U.S. will not enter the war against you in
April as agreed unless they release the ship
immediately.”

“Thank God everything went well. Let’s
drink to that. Salut!”

They raised their glasses and drank Crystal,
the world’s finest champagne. David smiled. “It’s so ironic. We’re
planning to overthrow the Romanoffs while drinking champagne that
was specially invented for the Russian emperor of that family.”

Max laughed, but David had a serious look on
his face. Something was bothering him. “Max, tell me, how is your
plan to ship the gold from here to Russia working so far? We
already had a problem with this shipment in a place we didn’t
expect to. I’m a bit concerned. It has to be transported through
the war zone and into hostile territory.”

Warburg smiled. “David, don’t worry. Leave it
to me. The train will be at its destination on time.”

“Just make sure the Romanoffs are dead.
The message to others must be clear,” David said. They snatched
the book in front of my nose in Malta, and I have to make an
example of them.

 



CHAPTER 43 - ALEXANDRIA, EGYPT

 


As Aleksandra and John ran through the
crowded, narrow streets carrying Daniel draped between the two of
them, they escaped the curious looks of shopkeepers and bystanders
by ducking in one of the side alleys. In front of them was an old,
rotting wooden door. Aleksandra pulled the green corroded handle,
and the door squeak opened. They hurriedly entered and found
themselves on the staircase leading downstairs. A strong smell of
mixed spices invaded their nostrils. As they descended further, it
became darker. After dragging Daniel down twelve stairs, they
reached a room with a stone floor. The air was much cooler than
outside, and it took them a few seconds to adjust to the darkness.
Piles of sacks were scattered around the floor. As they passed by
each pile, the smell revealed the content of the sacks. The nearest
pile to the stairs contained smaller sacks of curry, and the smell
of oregano became stronger as they approached the pile further in
the room. Aleksandra and John looked at each other.

This should be okay.

They dumped Daniel’s body onto the oregano
pile. Aleksandra dropped herself onto the pile of cinnamon, and
John decided that coffee would do just fine for him. Aleksandra’s
thoughts were still preoccupied with the killing; it made her feel
awkward and sad. She tried to comfort herself with the fact that it
was either her life or the agent’s, but she couldn’t bear it any
longer and burst into tears as her shaky hands covered her face.
John quickly moved next to her and hugged her firmly.

“Cry my angel. It will help you release
the stress. But don’t feel any guilt. There was no way you could
have avoided what happened.”

As the minutes went by, she cried less and
less as her Nefer-tem personality grew stronger and helped her
overcome the shock. This is not my first. I had to kill before
in my other lives, but it was always awful. I have to be in control
of my emotions. I cannot afford to be vulnerable now.

John kept hugging her and kissing her hair,
and at the same time was restless as he planned their next
move.

Daniel was slowly recovering and coming back
to his senses, but the whole situation was still confusing for him.
He opened his eyes and they burned. Where the hell am I? This
asshole tried to stop me from leaving the café. Did they put
something in my tea? Or that shisha? He looked at Aleksandra
and remembered more details. The rightful owner of The Book of
Death? She said she’s neither Templar nor enemy. How did she know
what was I thinking about?

Aleksandra and John seemed to be preoccupied
with worries about the chase, but in fact they were fully alert to
what he was thinking. Almost two hours had passed since the
ambulance shootout, and it seemed that the three fugitives had
eluded their pursuers. Daniel still had no idea what had
happened.

“What did you do to me? Why did you
bring me here?” Are they going to torture and interrogate me?
I’m not tied down … Escape! … Run!

The heavy smell of cinnamon made Aleksandra
sneeze few times. She didn’t have a handkerchief, so was forced to
rub her nose with her sleeve. When Daniel spoke, she was happy to
hear his voice. She could now concentrate on him instead of on the
killing. “Oh good, you’re waking up! We’ve got much to talk about.
You’re not tied up because we’re not keeping you a prisoner. We
brought you here after what happened.”

“What happened?”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Daniel. Look at your
chest—you were shot with a sleeping bullet injection.”

Daniel immediately looked down at the
bloodstain on his very dirty shirt. My god, not only do I feel
terrible, I look terrible too!

Aleksandra could not help but laugh as she
wiped the tears from her face. “You feel and look great compared to
what you’d look and feel like if we hadn’t saved your ass. You got
it all wrong from the beginning.”

Daniel looked at her and laughed too. “You
don’t look much better either.” The mascara dripped down her
cheeks. She smiled back at Daniel.

John was checking what was going on outside
through the only small window in the room, which was positioned
near the ceiling. He was looking at the ground level of the narrow
street from which they had come. There were no signs of hunters.
They’d either given up or moved the search out of the area.

Daniel slowly realised that he was in a
basement and was still puzzled. What’s she talking about? Save
me from what? How did she know what I was thinking? I don’t need
this shit! I am going to run!

“Daniel! Don’t run! There are people
looking for us outside—the ones that shot you.”

This is impossible! It’s as if she knows what
I think—as if she reads my mind!

John was ready to jump on Daniel if he tried
to run. I’m not going to let him blow our cover just like that.
Slow down on your answers. You don’t want him to realise you can
read his mind.

I have to make him think of the information
we…

Before she finished her thought, Daniel
jumped up and started running towards the stairs. Aleksandra
quickly grabbed one cinnamon sack and threw it at his feet. He
stumbled and fell on the curry pile. As Daniel’s body dropped onto
the sacks, a brown cloud rose up. John was already at the bottom of
the staircase waiting to stop him if Aleksandra failed. A strong
smell of curry filled the room. Daniel got up with tears in his
eyes. His nose and eyes were full of curry powder. He could not see
very well but was determined to escape the basement. He ran again
towards the exit. John was there waiting.

“Daniel, please don’t do
this!”

Daniel swung his fist towards John’s face but
instead only hit the air. John grabbed his wrist—Daniel flew
through the air, and then his back hit the cold stone floor. He
stayed down for a few seconds and then sneezed loudly.

“Okay. I give up.”

John offered him a hand and helped him get
up. “Sorry, mate. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

Aleksandra approached them and tried to wipe
the curry dust off Daniel’s suit with her hand. “I’m sorry too.
After I tell you what happened, you’ll see that this was for your
own good.”

Daniel just nodded and sat back on his
oregano pile. They were not planning to go anywhere very soon, so
Aleksandra explained what had happened while he was asleep.

“You actually think I’m going to
believe this?” Daniel said. “Why would these agents, as you call
them, try to kidnap us in the first place?”

Aleksandra took a deep breath. “Because
they’re after The Book of Death.”

Oh, not again! “You think I’m going to
believe that you two overpowered all these highly-trained
agents?”

“Didn’t you have a small demonstration
ten minutes ago?” Aleksandra countered.

“How’d they hit me with the sleeping
bullet, but miss you?”

“I know all of it sounds unbelievable
to you, but if I tried to explain that one, you definitely
wouldn’t believe a word I said.”

The sounds of steps came through the small
window. All three went quiet until John looked out and saw that it
was just an old man passing by. After he was gone, John spoke to
Daniel. “You could have screamed for help, but you didn’t.
Why?”

“I don’t know.” Daniel looked at the
wound in his chest. It was a reminder that something really had
happened. “I don’t believe your story, nor do I trust you, but if
you’re right, I don’t want to risk being caught by those guys
you’re talking about. At least I know that if you wanted to do
something to me, you would have done it already.”

“It’s a good start. At least you’re
aware of the possible danger. I hope—for your sake— you’ll be able
to see that we weren’t lying to you.”

“So, you didn’t answer my questions,
and you’re not letting me out of the basement.”

“We have to stay here until dark, and
then we’ll move on.”

All three had had a rough day and felt tired.
Each, on their own pile of spices, went quietly and deeply into
their own thoughts. At least it looked like that. All three
actually fell deeply into Daniel’s thoughts.

How do they know about The Book of
Death? How do they know that I know something about it? Only
a few members of the Order know about its existence—not to mention its place of hiding.

Aleksandra and John were getting excited but
did not even look in Daniel’s direction, still pretending that they
were resting.

The Book of Death … Babylon … Nimrod …
Alexander the Great … Alexandria … Cleopatra … Caesar… Solomon’s
Temple … Templars … after Malta fell to Napoleon, Grand Master took
the book … St. John’s arm … the icon of Our Lady of Philerme …
Trieste … a year later, Emperor Paul I of Russia took over the
leadership of the Order … the relics went to St. Petersburg … the
arm … the icon … were not secrets … only the chosen few knew about
the book.

Daniel was wiping curry powder and road dust
off his jacket. His khaki suit needed a good dry cleaning. His
every thought was soaked in by the excited duo.

… Romanoffs … hereditary
protectors of the relics … Russian Revolution … in 1919 … to save
the relics from the Communist destruction, Father Bogoyavlensky
took the book … Reval in Estonia … All three were delivered by
General Count Alexei Ignatev … the mother of Emperor Nicholas II,
the Dowager Czarina Marie Feodorovna, in Copenhagen … just before
her death in 1928 … she bequeathed all three relics to her niece,
Jelena Karageorgevich … the daughter of King Peter I of Yugoslavia
… the sister of King Alexander I.

At the last of Daniel’s thoughts, Aleksandra
twitched. King Peter of Yugoslavia? That’s where I come from.
How strange …

Daniel’s thoughts continued to flow. The
relics stayed in the possession of the Yugoslavian royal family
until 1941 … protect them from Nazi German troops … transferred to
Montenegro … the existence of the book … the deepest secret for all
these years … one can only assume that it kept the same path as the
other two relics that were taken from Malta.

Aleksandra was overwhelmed. Still, without
giving any hints to Daniel, she directed her thoughts to John.
This is astonishing! We should continue searching in Montenegro.
There are no coincidences.

John did not quite get it. I agree it’s a
great story and that there’s a possibility that the book is there,
but what do you mean by coincidences?

Aleksandra responded without speaking. My
very good friend Sasha, who is sort of clairvoyant, lives there.
This is not by chance. I spoke to him the day before I left for
Cairo and met you. He told me he has something important to tell
me. I had so many things on my mind, I completely forgot to call
him back. I think he’ll be able to help us.

Clairvoyant, hmm? John thought. So,
Montenegro it is. We just have to think of a way to get there.
Looking from this basement’s point of view, it’s not going to be
easy.

Aleksandra agreed. Thank God we checked
into the hotel under different names. Bribing a receptionist always
works, but it won’t be long before they find out. We should pack up
now.

John glanced at the oregano pile. What
should we do with Daniel?

We can’t leave him now. If they catch him,
they’ll torture him, and he knows too much. We should take him with
us.

You’re right. Even if they don’t catch him,
he’ll probably contact the Templars—and more trouble is the last
thing we need!

Aleksandra looked at Daniel who was still
desperately trying to clean his suit. Suddenly, her vision blurred
and a flash of light blinded her and John again. Ten people sitting
around a large table in a dark room surrounded them. She seemed to
be in the middle of that table once more. Not again! She
broke up the connection immediately. John and Aleksandra got up
simultaneously and walked towards the staircase. A strong cinnamon
and coffee fragrance followed their paths.

Daniel looked at them in confusion. “What’s
going on?”

John helped him up. “We can’t stay here any
longer. They know where we are. We both think it’s best for you to
stay with us for the time being.”

“But … how do you know they found us?
And where are we going?”

John smiled at him. “We’re taking you on the
journey of your lifetime.”

 


After a quick visit to the hotel, the three
fugitives arrived at the commercial port of Alexandria. They left
the cab and were now in the inner dock’s general cargo area. Two
out of four passenger ships were bound for Europe; they chose the
cruise ship scheduled to leave for Italy in two hours. Disguised as
tourists with hats, sunglasses, and a video camera, they waited for
the entrance to be cleared of passengers before approaching two
uniformed sailors who were checking the tickets and controlling the
entrance to the ship. The time for truth had come.

“May I see your tickets and your
passports, please?” asked one of the sailors.

“Sure, here they are,” John responded,
handling the sailors one thousand U.S. dollars. They stared at the
money, then at John, and then at each other.

“Okay. Have a pleasant journey. Go
through there.” One of the sailors showed them the staff entrance
that led to the decks without going through passport control. John
thanked him, and the relieved trio moved towards the
door.

“Hey, wait!” the sailor yelled, looking
at the paper in front of him.

Oh, no! They must have distributed our
photos everywhere. Aleksandra and John prepared themselves for
a fight. It seemed that they would not board this ship after
all.

“Your cabin is on the third deck. It’s
number 334. You’ll need a place to rest, won’t you?” The sailor
smiled and winked at them.

John hoped they wouldn’t have to do much more
bribing, as there wasn’t much cash left. “Let’s go find our cabin,”
he said, leading the way.

 








CHAPTER 44 - NEW YORK, USA

 


David was sitting behind his desk as the
morning sun shone on his dark tanned face. He was deep in his
thoughts.

Nefer-tem, I can feel you. You’re moving.
You’re somewhere on the sea. I know we will meet soon.

His new generation high-security computer
bleeped. It meant only one thing. He’d received an encrypted
message via the intranet from Langley.

If only we lived under different
circumstances, we could have been good friends. We’re so much
alike.

David raised himself up in the anatomically
designed armchair and peered at the screen. The message appeared
asking him for voice recognition. He leaned forward and whispered
the password. His voice was recognised. Then another message
appeared—this time asking for his fingerprint. David quickly
transformed part of his hand and pressed his reptilian thumb on the
mini scanner next to his keyboard. His fingerprint was successfully
identified. The final security message appeared asking for a
thirty-character password. David typed quickly with all of his five
human and five reptilian fingers. The password was accepted, and
the decryption of the Langley message started automatically
transforming into readable form.

We’ve located the woman. She is on a cruiser
going to Venice. Attached is the holographic recording of the
cruiser, location, and the woman.

David opened the attachment, and the hologram
appeared on the small platform wirelessly connected to the
computer. The sunlight was bluish in the early morning as the sun
was just about to rise on the horizon after the night bath in the
cold sea. The cruiser was seen from above as if somebody were
flying over it. The distance to the ship rapidly shrank until the
recording showed inside the decks. A sign said Deck 3. The view
quickly moved through the corridor until it slowed down in front of
the cabin door with the number 334 on it. Inside the cabin were two
bunk beds, one above another. On the top bed slept a man. On the
bottom bed slept a couple. The woman was awake. David’s reptilian
eye pupils widened. Nefer-tem! She slowly got up, stretched
her arms, and went to the left side of the cabin where there were
some bags and suitcases. She opened one case and took a book from
inside and started browsing. David couldn’t believe his luck.
The Book of Life! So she had it with her all the
time.

The holographic recording was still on. As if
she realised that somebody was watching her, Aleksandra turned in
the direction of David and looked him right in the eye. The
recording stopped, and David was overwhelmed.

Finally, after so many years, I will fulfil
my destiny.

 








CHAPTER 45 - MONTENEGRO

 


The cruise ship carrying Aleksandra, John,
and Daniel had arrived in Venice. While on the ship, Aleksandra had
arranged for her Montenegrin friend Nikola to pick them up. Nikola
was a genial giant with a thunderous laugh and light spirit.

Soon they were again on the water speeding
across the Adriatic Sea to the southeast towards Montenegro. The
speedboat cut through the calm water leaving a white trail behind
it.

“Nice boat you got here, Nik,”
commented Aleksandra as the wind blew in her hair forcing it back.
Aleksandra had not seen Nikola for almost five years, and it seemed
that a lot of things had changed in that time.

“Oh, yes! This baby is faster than any
Italian border patrol.”

She stood next to him as he firmly gripped
the steering wheel with his meaty fingers. He hugged her with one
arm and kissed her on the cheek. “I really missed you!” he
said.

“It’s been ages! We have so many things
to talk about.”

“Sasha told me you’re up to something,”
he said.

I didn’t tell Sasha anything, but I guess
it wasn’t difficult for him to guess something weird is going
on. She quickly changed the subject. “Where did you get this
boat? I don’t remember you having one before—especially not
as nice as this one.”

He smiled. “It’s my business boat.” I
wonder how she’ll react when I tell her. “I’m into the
cigarette business now.”

“What? A distributor?”

“Distributor?” Nikola burst out
laughing. I’m a smuggler! “Well, that’s a nice way to put
it. Distributor!”

“Don’t tell me you’re into that
smuggling business from Montenegro to Italy that I read about in
the newspapers all the time.”

“Yes, I am,” he said,
smiling.

“So, this is your usual
route?”

“Oh, no. I usually go to Brindisi or
Gargano—never this far to the north.”

“So, you dropped off cigarettes and
picked us up on the way back?”

Nick made a serious face. “I wouldn’t even
dream about it! There’s no way I would risk being caught and
leaving you alone in Venice without a ride. No—this trip is devoted
to you.” He quickly glanced over his shoulder. John and Daniel were
sitting at the back of the boat, enjoying the warmth of the morning
sun. “Who are your friends?”

Aleksandra took a long look at the two men.
Her eyes fixed on John. “That might be the man in my life.”

“Really? We should celebrate as soon as
we get to Budva. How did you two meet? Tell me! I can’t
wait.”

“How long before we get
there?”

“Another hour.”

“Well, that’s about enough time to
briefly explain things to you. A week ago I was on the way to meet
my friend Veronica …” Aleksandra talked, and Nikola
listened.

Forty minutes later, the grey contours of the
mainland started to emerge out of the blue sparkly horizon. As the
minutes passed by, the grey contours turned into the bluish
mountains and rose higher and higher. As the boat got closer to the
coast, more colours appeared, and the view became magnificent. John
thought about what Lord Byron wrote after his visit there in the
nineteenth century: “At the birth of our planet, the most beautiful
encounter between the land and the sea must have happened at the
coast of Montenegro.”

Daniel spoke for the first time that morning.
“This is fantastic! I never thought a place like this existed
outside fairytales.” For a moment, he forgot about his
seasickness.

John was completely overwhelmed by the view.
“This truly is paradise!”

At the speed their boat was gliding through
the Adriatic’s cool winter waters, in no time they were at
outskirts of Budva—the ancient Mediterranean port.

Dominating the town’s scenery were high,
white stonewalls fortifying the ancient quarter and glimmering in
the sun. Flock of seagulls suddenly curtained their view riding the
side wind across the boat’s path. Nikola steered the boat towards
the small marina that during summer gives shelter to some of the
most beautiful Mediterranean yachts, but now was only home to small
fishing boats. He was thrilled with Aleksandra’s story. “It’s just
unbelievable! I need some time to grasp it all. You really—”

“Yes, I can really read your mind, so
be careful what you think about.”

Nikola laughed and slowed the boat as they
entered the marina. The powerful engines were now barely working,
and the quiet throttle was the only reminder of their presence. The
boat slowly approached a free berth as a man in a black leather
coat stood there waiting. The gentle sea breeze mingled with his
long brown hair and made the tussocks lash his face. The dreamy
gaze from his chestnut eyes passed over Aleksandra. The smile on
her face said enough. The man on the dock was her dear friend.

“Sasha!”

“You little devil! If it wasn’t for
this trouble, who knows when I would see you again!”

“What trouble?” she laughed. I
didn’t tell him why I’m coming.

Sasha grabbed the rope that John threw to him
and tied the boat up to the berth. Then he helped Aleksandra up to
the landing, and they hugged each other.

“What do you mean by trouble,
Sasha?”

John and Daniel were just about to introduce
themselves when Sasha spoke to them. “I know, you’re John and
Daniel. I’m Sasha. Welcome to Budva.” His words came with a genuine
smile.

John was surprised and strangely satisfied.
Well, now I know what impression I leave on people when talking
to them like he just did to us.

Apart from being seasick, Daniel was slowly
getting annoyed. What is this? Can everyone around me
read minds?

Sasha continued, “You all must be a little
tired and hungry. I booked us a table in the tavern.” He glanced
warmly at Daniel’s pale face and said, “You’ll be fine after a
short walk.” He hugged Aleksandra with his right arm around her
waist and started walking towards the nearby ancient city gates.
Aleksandra was happy to see him and leaned her head on his
shoulder.

John was experiencing pangs of jealousy; his
heart started pumping faster, and he felt the need to take some
deep breaths.

They followed Sasha and Aleksandra to the
ten-meter-high stone city walls. The February wind brought the
smell of pine trees that ran along the edge of the sparkly pebble
beach bordering the modern part of the city. It was not strong
enough, however to overpower the fish odour coming from the marina.
Daniel’s stomach couldn’t bear it any longer, and he hurried up to
the nearest palm tree before throwing up. Nikola laughed, Daniel
embarrassingly apologised, and Sasha said, “I told you, you’ll be
fine after a short walk.”

They quickly crossed the gate behind the city
walls. As the rays of sun warmed them, it was almost as if the wind
and chill had been banned from entering the city. The narrow
cobbled street, not wider than an arm can stretch, made them feel
like they were walking into the seventeenth century. The stone path
was worn and sunk, as many feet had crossed the cobblestones over
the years. Native Serbian seafarers, Venetian traders, Turkish
conquerors, shipwrecked Spanish voyagers, and Napoleon had all
given a bit of their souls to Budva.

As they walked towards the main square, they
saw freshly washed clothes hung here and there, stretched from
windows, across from one building to another, high above their
heads. Only the sporadic boutique and café spoilt the feeling of
time travel back to Baroque.

As they arrived at the end of the street from
the east, a buzz came from around the corner. The light became
brighter, and the main square opened in front of them. Two old
churches, one Orthodox and one Catholic, guarded the south and west
of the square. A tavern stood to the north, occupying half of the
square with tables and chairs. Although it was winter, most of the
tables outside were occupied. It was nowhere near the tourist
season, but locals seemed to enjoy the rare opportunity to lunch
outside during February. The pleasant smell of fresh
charcoal-grilled seafood teased their appetite; even Daniel felt
the emptiness in his stomach.

Sasha turned to the group and said, “Here we
are! I picked the table outside near the corner where we can talk
freely.”

They settled quickly, and Sasha ordered a
bottle of the fine local red wine, Vranac, to warm them up, and a
big sea bass just caught that morning.

The jealousy John had been feeling was
beginning to turn to hostility towards Sasha. He didn’t want to
feel that way but couldn’t seem to help it. Ever since they arrived
in Budva, Aleksandra gave all her attention to her old friend. John
felt the need to compete with Sasha in some way; he craved an
argument. “If we’re having a fish, we should have ordered a white
wine.”

“It’s a matter of taste,” Sasha said
calmly.

John was persistent, although his voice
started to sound ridiculous even to himself. The hostility was now
obvious in this non-existent argument. “You drink white wine with
fish and pasta, and red with meat and cheese. That’s the rule.”

Sasha seemed to realise what was going on,
but it only amused him. “Why do we have to follow the rules that we
don’t even know who made and for what reason? Why is it that we
have to drink only white wine with fish? Is it not good for our
stomachs,” he looked at Daniel who was getting some colour back to
his face, “if we drink red wine with seafood? I don’t think so.
This is a very good red wine, and I’m sure you’ll like it, but if
you prefer, we can have a bottle of white too.”

Aleksandra was busy chatting to Nikola and
Daniel and did not pay much attention to the conversation between
John and Sasha. John felt stupid for starting this but could not
help but answer, “Okay, fine. I’ll try the red wine first and then
decide. But I’m sure there’s a reason for the wine rule.”

Sasha wasn’t going to let it end there. “Yes,
there’s a reason for everything, but the question is if it’s a
valid one. You’ll decide if the reason is right for the wine pretty
soon.” He looked up at the sun and closed his eyes. “But for you to
see what I mean, let’s take another more common example—a
religion.” He paused again, wondering if he should continue, and
then looked the Englishman straight in the eyes. “John, are you
Christian?”

“Yes. Why do you ask?”

Aleksandra was beginning to realise what was
going on. She aimed her thoughts at John as she smiled at him with
eyes full of love. John, don’t make me laugh. You, out of all,
who can read my thoughts, should know that you’re my life. What are
you doing? Have you read my thoughts in the past half hour at
all?”

John suddenly realised that from the moment
they met Sasha, the jealousy blinded him completely, and he forgot
about using his gift. I’m such an idiot! I’m usually not
jealous—I was just confused for a moment. You just mean too much to
me. 

The bottle of red wine arrived, and they all
lifted their glasses saluting. John’s nostrils started to fill with
the fine full bouquet as his lips touched the red drink. It felt
refreshing when the dark red fluid, chilled to a room temperature,
nibbled in his mouth and then glided down his throat. To his
surprise, the wine was excellent. Daniel did not have the same
feeling with his first sip, as it washed the unpleasant taste of
his stomach acids away, but the second sip was as refreshing as a
morning shower.

Sasha started explaining the religion theory.
“John, tell me, what do you know about Jesus Christ?”

No longer tensed, John could actually enjoy
the conversation. “Well, I know what everybody else knows. To sum
it up: he’s the son of God that died on the cross and was
resurrected.”

Sasha joyously pointed his index finger
upward. “Aha, I’ll stop you right there. How do you know that this
is true? How do you know that Jesus is the son of God?”

John seemed a bit caught off guard. “That’s
common knowledge. Everybody knows that.”

The sea bass covered with homemade olive oil,
garlic, and parsley arrived. It was grilled to perfection in the
old wood oven and smelled delicious. All five took a slow enjoyable
bite before Sasha continued. “This is what I’m trying to tell you.
You take for granted that Jesus Christ is the son of God the same
way that you think we should drink only white wine with
seafood.”

“I still don’t understand what you’re
getting at.”

“How’s the fish? Does it go well with
the wine?”

John had to admit that he really enjoyed
sipping this red Vranac while chewing on the sea bass. The look on
his face was the answer Sasha was looking for, so he continued.

“You see! Until only a few minutes ago,
you didn’t even want to try red wine with fish, but now you’re
finding out that it isn’t so bad after all. I hope you’ll start to
question other beliefs you might have.”

“If you’re aiming at my religion,
there’s nothing you can say that will alter my beliefs. It would
take a lot more than me admitting I was wrong about the wine.” He
let a shy smile escape.

“You’re probably right, but at least I
can try to point you in what I think is a right direction.” Sasha
was smiling now. “Jesus Christ was not the son of God. He was God
Sun.”

John shook his head. “Where did you get this
from? It’s ridiculous!”

Sasha calmly insisted. “In order to
understand my argument, you have to become familiar with the zodiac
and the precession of the equinoxes.”

“What do horoscope signs have to do
with Christianity?”

Sasha explained, “The ancient civilisations
recognised that approximately every 2150 years, the sunrise on the
morning of the spring equinox would occur on a different
constellation or sign of the zodiac.” His hands were flying all
over the place as he was explaining. “This has to do with the
Earth’s slow angular wobble that’s maintained as it rotates on its
axis. This occurrence of sunrise at the different zodiac signs is
called the precession as the constellations go backwards. The
amount of time for the precession to go through all twelve signs is
roughly 26,000 years. The ancients called this a great year and the
time during which the sunrise would appear at the zodiac sign or
constellation they called the Age. So, there are twelve Ages in one
Great Year. The ancients put this knowledge into the zodiac
spiritual symbol with the sun’s path during a year as the circle in
the centre and twelve zodiac signs representing each constellation
and each month of the year in the circle around it. There’s a cross
that cuts through the middle of the sun’s path with the vertical
line representing solstices and the horizontal line representing
equinoxes. This cross that cuts the sun’s path in four equal pieces
also represents four seasons, and is not the symbol of Christianity
but the pagan adaptation of the spiritual symbol of the
zodiac.”

Everyone was now paying attention to what
Sasha was saying. He continued after another bite of fish. “The
whole Bible story is just the metaphorical story, an adaptation of
the zodiac. If you have the knowledge and pay closer attention,
it’s obvious.”

John was impatient. “I still don’t get it.
How is it obvious?”

“Jesus is the centre of the Christian
religion, and he had twelve apostles. The sun is the centre of the
zodiac, and it has twelve constellations. As the winter comes
closer, the sun rises lower and lower, so that days become shorter
and colder. In other words, nature is dying. The sun rises to the
lowest point at the horizon on the 22nd of December and
rises the next two days at the same low level before it starts
ascending again. That’s why the shortest days in the year are the
22nd, 23rd and 24th of December.
Pagans believed that the sun dies on 22nd and stays dead
for three days. Jesus died and was dead for three days, just like
the sun. Pagans believed that the sun is reborn on 25th
of December as it rises up one degree higher on this day. Jesus was
born on the 25th of December. However, in other pagan
religions, the resurrection of the sun and the resurrection of
Jesus are not celebrated until spring equinox or Easter. This is
because at spring equinox the sun officially overpowers the evil
darkness, as daytime thereafter becomes longer than the night and
the revitalising conditions of spring emerge.”

John was resisting, but deep inside he knew
he had never really questioned his religious beliefs and had just
taken them for granted. He remembered his conversation with
Aleksandra about the fact that winners write history. I should
definitely get a reading list for enlightenment, but this can’t be
true! It’s too much. “Are these your main arguments?”

“No, I’m just preparing you slowly. The
Bible story only reflects symbolic movement through three Ages
while foreshadowing the fourth. Let’s take a look at the story in
the Old Testament for the moment. When Moses came down from Mount
Sinai with the Ten Commandments from God, he was very upset to find
his people worshipping the golden calf idol. He asked them to
relinquish their idol and then ordered the slaying of all who
refused to do so. This was symbolically saying that the Taurus Age,
represented by the Golden Calf, was ending, and the Age of Aries
had begun, which was represented by Moses.”

John was curious. “How does it show that the
Age of Aries had begun? There’s no mention of a ram or goat in the
story.”

“Jewish people even to this day blow
into a ram’s horn. Moses represented the new Age of Aries. Other
religions also symbolically represented the end of the Taurus era.
For example, God Mithra is depicted killing a bull.

“But that still doesn’t prove
anything.”

“It doesn’t, but these are interesting
coincidences, aren’t they? On the other hand, what proofs do you
have for the Bible story? There were many known historians that
lived at the time of Jesus, but none of them mentions his
existence. Don’t you think it’s a bit strange?”

John had no answer to this, so Sasha
continued. “Let’s get back to the story of Jesus now. He appears in
the age that comes after Aries—the Age of Pisces or Two Fish. Fish
symbolism is abundant in the New Testament as Jesus fed five
thousand people with bread and two fish and he was known to be a
great fisherman. Also, during his ministry years, he became friends
with fishermen. Even the pope’s hat looks like a fish’s head. The
most obvious fact is that Jesus’ assumed birthday is the actual
start of the Pisces Age. In the Bible, Jesus was asked by his
followers, when he is gone, where the next Passover would be. He
answered: ‘When you enter the city, a man bearing a pitcher of
water will meet you. Follow him into the house where he enters.’
This is more than obvious that Jesus is saying that after the Age
of Pisces, the next Age of Aquarius is coming up.”

Sasha took another sip of wine and then
continued, “You’re all familiar with the biblical concept of the
end of the world. You see, that’s just an unfortunate
mistranslation from the original Hebrew. The original says: ‘I will
be with you till the end of the aeon,’ meaning Age, but this was
mistranslated into ‘till the end of the world.’”

Daniel exclaimed, “This is fascinating! And
I’m so relieved that finally you’re talking about a subject that
doesn’t make me feel inferior to you.” He continued where Sasha had
left off. “John, you believe today that Jesus Christ is the son of
God only because of the political interests of Roman Emperor
Constantine, who was by the way born in Nis, a Serbian city just a
few hundred kilometres up north from here.”

“Political interests? Come on!” John
was still shaking his head.

Aleksandra got involved. “Constantine lived
many years after Christ, didn’t he?”

Nikola was also listening carefully now.

Daniel continued, “Yes, he did! That’s even
more interesting! Around the year AD 300, the might of the Roman
Empire was shaken and falling apart. Great armies and many soldiers
were needed to hold its conquered and overstretched territories.
The wealth of the empire was great, but not great enough to sustain
the state’s existence. Faced with difficulties, Emperor Constantine
had the inspiration that changed the world.”

John was still not buying it and
sarcastically said, “Divine inspiration, maybe?”

Daniel seemed to enjoy John’s sense of humour
for the first time since they met in Alexandria. “Hmm, maybe.
Constantine acknowledged that one in ten of his subjects were
Christians and that Christianity blossomed into the most widespread
religion through the whole of his empire. There were unrests and
warring between pagans and Christians. The emperor had to do
something. He was to make the most important decision in his life.
If he made Christianity the religion of the Roman Empire, he would
have supporters in every town and village, but at the same time he
could not afford to lose support from his pagan servants.”

John sipped his wine. “So, Constantine became
Christian?”

“No, he never accepted Christianity. He
remained a worshipper of the sun god Sol Invictus.”

Sasha jumped in. “Do you see the parallel?
Sol Invictus is the Sun God, but so is Jesus Christ!”

Nikola wanted to know more. “But he did make
Christianity the religion of the empire?”

“Yes indeed, he did make it the main
religion, but he also blended Christianity with pagan religions. He
adjusted it to incorporate most of the pagan traditions, symbolism,
dates, and beliefs. By doing so, he made it more acceptable for
pagans to convert to.”

John was still finding it hard to believe.
“What do you mean pagan dates, traditions, and beliefs?”

Aleksandra seemed to know a bit about the
subject and it was more acceptable to John when it came from her
mouth. “The holy day was changed from Saturday to Sunday.
Christianity started as a Jewish sect, and for Jews the holy day is
Saturday/Sabbath. Constantine changed it to Sunday, which was the
day of sun worship.”

John said, “Hmm, even the name of it says it
all—Sun Day.”

Sasha took over the explanation. “Another
example is the incorporation of pagan gods under the names of
Christian saints. Egyptian goddess Isis, who conceived her son
Horus by divine intervention, became the Virgin Mary who conceived
Jesus by divine intervention. Krishna was also conceived the same
way a few thousand years before that. Jesus was not the only
divinity apparently born on 25th of December. There are others like
Adonis, Dionysus, Mithra, Sol Invictus, Attis, and Horus. Many of
those resurrected three days after they died or had twelve
disciples. The ceremony of dividing bread and sharing the wine
representing the body and blood of Mithra became the body and blood
of Jesus.”

“Holy blood!” Bloody Hell!
John’s beliefs started to shake slowly under the pressure of facts,
but it was all so difficult to accept. The emotions connected with
his beliefs had been imprinted on his mind from childhood, and it
would be a next-to-impossible job for his reasoning to win over
those. “We started our conversation with wine, and it seems that us
sharing the wine …” he looked at the red liquid in his glass, “…
sharing this holy blood is a kind of a ceremony in which I am
supposed to change my views, to be converted.” I will never take
things for granted again, including what I just heard today.
“But I’m still convinced that Christianity is a religion that
changed people for better throughout the centuries.”

Daniel thrived on the subject. “As you said,
maybe it was divine inspiration—because Constantine succeeded. He
blended together paganism and Christianity and helped the so-called
civilised world survive under the Roman Empire for another two
centuries.”

“What happened then?” Nikola jumped in
just before the bells started to chime from the south and the west
of the square.

“By then, the Christian Church took
over the reins of power.” It sounded more dramatic as the deafening
sound of the hammering bells filled the square.

Nikola said, “I’m Christian. I believe in the
true Christian values of love, compassion, truth, respect, and
courage.”

Sasha nodded agreeably. “These are all very
fine values.”

John was happy to hear this as Nikola
continued. “I don’t really approve of Christian dogma, and I don’t
believe in the fairytales of Jesus and the saints, but I do respect
and live by the true Christian values.”

Daniel corrected him. “Jesus’ story has been
changed and amended so many times, that it seems to have very
little of the original story now.”

Sasha added, “And the original was not very
original at all.”

Nikola persisted, saying, “What I want to say
is that, at the time, the introduction of dogma was a necessary
evil. Don’t you agree that humanity was a bunch of wild gangs that
lived by no rules, killing and stealing whenever they felt like it?
Christianity came to this world to teach us righteous ways. The
only way to teach those wild gangs the proper rules was to make
them fear God. This is how dogma was born and all the stories that
go with it.”

Sasha took a sip of wine before he spoke
again. “That’s another ‘white wine’ assumption. There might have
been some wild tribes and regions that needed a fear of God in
order to be controlled and manipulated, but have they really been
cultivated and converted to believe in the so-called Christian
values or just to obey rules out of fear?”

Aleksandra added, “On the other hand, who
built the Great Giza Pyramids, the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, and
The Colossus of Rhodes? It certainly was not some bunch of wild
murderers. Also, don’t forget the Dark Medieval Ages, Crusades, and
Inquisition. It’s not all so black and white.”

Sasha welcomed her support with a smiling
glance. “Also, the main reason for development of any dogma is
always desire for control, manipulation, and power. What you
mentioned as a reason for dogma arrival is actually the excuse.
Something like what they use today when they disguise looting,
fighting for oil, and drug control under names such as humanitarian
intervention, operation freedom, fight for democracy, and similar
bullshit.”

Nikola finished his glass of wine and then
poured some more. “I agree that dogma is wrong, but still I think
the Christian values are good and they brought our civilisation to
its greatest heights ever.”

Aleksandra couldn’t agree less. “In my
opinion, one of the biggest deceptions is believing that our
civilisation is the greatest that ever walked the earth. The great
pyramids at Giza and the Mayan structures in Machu Picchu are just
some of the architectural wonders that we’re still not able to
build with today’s technology. Another great deception is believing
that societies and civilisation are ever progressing. Old
Mesopotamia’s society was organised to have upper and lower
parliaments. Their art and culture were greater than that of
ancient Greece and the Roman Empire that came many centuries
later.”

John could not help but feel jealous again
because Aleksandra was supporting Sasha’s view, not his. He cut in,
saying, “I wasn’t brought up religious. I’m not dogmatic, but I
experienced something recently that stirred me towards religion. I
was clinically dead and had an out-of-body experience. I was a
spirit, a soul. I was separated from my body but was still alive.
If you don’t believe in God and religion, how can you explain this
to me?”

Sasha pointed his index finger up again. “You
see! You were not brought up as a religious person, so your beliefs
were more open, but you have Christian background. When you
experienced something out of the ordinary that you couldn’t
explain, it was only logical for you to look for an answer in the
next most familiar belief—Christianity. You channelled your
thoughts and beliefs in the wrong direction. Don’t get me wrong! I
have nothing against Christianity. Its true values, that by the way
have deep roots in much older civilisations, are very good and
honest, but its dogma is like any other dogma. No religion or
science has all the answers. Spirituality just might show us the
right path. Don’t stop at the hurdle of religion. Go further. Never
stop learning. Look for answers. Be above both atheism and religion
since both dogmas are preventing you from being closer to God, The
One, or Higher Purpose, or however you call it, depending on your
familiarity.”

John was left speechless. His eyes pleaded at
Aleksandra. Why don’t you mention your incarnation experience
now? Help me here!

She smiled back at him with her eyes. It
immediately made the Englishman feel better. My love,
Christianity does not approve of reincarnation. It promotes the
concept of heaven and hell. It teaches you that there is no other
chance, only reward and punishment for your doings in the one life
you’re granted. It’s also considered blasphemy to talk about
reincarnation according to Christianity. If you were supporting the
view of Vedic Rishis, I would have mentioned it. Stop being such a
fool! I love you. Her eyes were not lying.

Daniel said, “Correct me if I’m wrong, but
the subject of this conversation was supposed to be: is Jesus the
son of God?”

Sasha raised his index finger again. “You’re
right! We drifted away a little bit. It all happened at the Council
of Nicaea.”

“The Council of Nicaea?” John had never
heard of it.

“In AD 325, Christian high priests from
every corner of the Roman Empire gathered to decide on many rules,
laws, obligations, and rights of the church. One of the important
decisions to be made was to proclaim whether Jesus was just a
Messiah or the son of God. The vote was very close, but ever since
then and never before, Jesus was known as the son of
God.”

John looked devastated. “Astonishing! The
vote of clerics decided our faith? It’s unacceptable!”

Sasha was looking somewhere back in time. His
eyes were cloudy. “The Church needed to strengthen the religion, to
show others that Christianity had the God of meat and bones that
lived amongst us, not some abstract Supreme Being. Once, Pope Leo X
said: ‘It served us well, this myth of Christ.’”

Everybody dropped deep in their thoughts,
digesting both the story and the delicious food and wine. The sun
was high up, pleasantly tanning their scalps and faces. With every
sip of wine, John digested more and more of the conversation. He
looked straight into the sun until his eyes started to hurt. As he
turned away and closed his eyelids, images of blue, red, and green
circles moved frantically in his mind. Sol Invictus—the
Invincible Sun!

After a while, Sasha broke the silence. “Now
that you’ve eaten and rested a bit, let’s see what we can do about
helping you on your quest.”

Suddenly, it hit John. Aleksandra, I just
realised I haven’t been able to read Sasha’s thoughts at all. Is it
because of my jealousy, or do you have the same problem?

She was surprised too. I couldn’t either.
It must have something to do with his gift.

Fifteen minutes later, Sasha, Aleksandra, and
John were in a blue Range Rover cruising up the hazardous, narrow,
and steep road that took them higher into the black mountains of
the Dinaric Alps. Nikola and Daniel followed right behind in a
black Masseratti, probably stolen somewhere in western Europe
before Nikola bought it for peanuts on the black market. Only a
weak, low, rusty metal barrier was separating them from the abyss.
The outer car wheels rolled on the edge of the 110-meter drop.
Though it was scary, the view from above was even more impressive
than from sea level. Down below, the ancient town entrance
sparkled, irradiated by the winter sun, surrounded by turquoise
waters lapping upon white boulder pebble beaches. Large flocks of
seagulls fluttered above the city walls to the south along the
coast. Far to the left of the coastline loomed the magnificent
island of St. Stefan. The whole island, once a small fishermen’s
town was converted into a five-star resort. A man-made narrow stone
strip, with beautiful sandy beaches on both sides, connected the
densely bristled medieval dwellings that rose from the rock to the
mainland covered in pine and magnolia trees.

Sasha finally broke the silence. “I know
what’s going on …” Tension filled the Range Rover. “Remember when I
called you in London last week to see if you were okay? That was
just when I started having the first in a series of visions. At the
beginning it was difficult to fit them into a big picture, but they
just kept on coming and coming. I tried to contact you later, but
you had already gone to Egypt.”

This came as a bit of a surprise to both
Aleksandra and John. “So, what did you see?” Aleksandra asked
impatiently.

Sasha paused for a while as if gathering
strength for what was coming. Aleksandra and John waited on the
edge of their seat for him to continue. “The people who are looking
for you are coming here.”

John jumped in his seat. “What? I can’t
believe this! You’re telling us this just now!”

“As a matter of fact, they tracked you
down while you were on the cruiser to Venice. We haven’t got much
time and should act quickly.”

Aleksandra looked at Sasha in disbelief. “But
Sasha, why did you let us loose valuable time in Budva if you knew
that?”

John was furious. “Some friend you are! I
actually believed this guy would help us.” I don’t trust
him. I can’t read his thoughts, and he’s too secretive.

Sasha was calm as always. “Aleksandra,
listen! You know me, and I’m doing what’s best. I needed you
refreshed and energized before we continued. I did some research
while waiting for you. We’re going to the museum in Cetinje. This
is where the arm of St. John is displayed.”

Aleksandra turned around and glanced at the
Masseratti. “What shall we do about Daniel?”

Sasha kept his eyes on the road and a firm
grip on the steering wheel. “Nikola is keeping an eye on him. Being
a Templar, I’m sure Daniel is dying to see the arm—plus, he could
be useful.” As he spoke, the Masseratti accelerated, overtook them,
and disappeared around the next turn behind the huge rock. It did
not come in sight again. Nikola was one of those drivers who loved
a fast pace.

The Range Rover climbed narrow serpentines
surrounded by rocks and pine forests, cruised through the cool
green uplands encountering occasional herds of mountain livestock
and medieval villages built of white limestone, mud, and wood with
straw and pine roofs. Although it was a beautiful, sunny day, the
temperature was dropping fast as they climbed higher. Less than one
hour since they left Budva, the Range Rover entered the small town
of Cetinje that sparkled at the bottom of the mountain
Lovcen, whose two
ice-cupped peaks towered over the ancient capital. The winter sun
reflected off defoliated limestone slopes and sparkly snow sheets,
surrounding the city from all sides and illuminating its eclectic
architecture from more than a century ago. It took the Range Rover
only a couple of minutes to reach the gates of the Cetinje
Monastery whose vestry housed the museum. As they stopped the car,
high above in the clear blue sky, two white eagles hovered in
search of prey.

Both Nikola and Daniel were standing next to
the car, finishing their second cigarette in silence. Sasha,
Aleksandra, and John parked next to them as Nikola greeted them
with a laugh. “If we knew you were going to take this long, we
could have gone sightseeing!”

Sasha ignored his comment. “Father Porfirije
will be with us any minute to show us the museum.”

Indeed, a few minutes later, a man in his
thirties with a face of an ascetic apostle opened the gates.
Dressed in a black robe with sunken cheeks made him at first appear
tired, but after just one look into his lively, intense green eyes,
the visitors were proven contrary. With his palms closed together,
the priest bowed. “Welcome to the Monastery of Cetinje. God bless
you, and please enter freely in his house.”

Sasha approached the priest, hugged him with
both hands, and kissed him on the cheek. “It’s good to see you, old
friend.”

The group was briefly introduced to Father
Porfirije, and then he led them into the court. As they passed
through the gate, Sasha crossed himself from right to left as all
Orthodox Christians do.

John saw that, came closer to Sasha, and
whispered. “I thought you weren’t religious.”

Sasha was amused. “You’re right. I’m
not.”

“But you just crossed yourself as you
walked in.”

“When I say I’m not religious, I mean I
don’t approve of religion as an institution and tool for
manipulation that’s been modified according to politics throughout
centuries.”

“But isn’t the act of crossing yourself
one of those tools you’re talking about?”

“Yes, it is. But some habits we just
cannot get rid off.”

Although John thought he caught Sasha
preaching one thing and believing another, he looked a bit
confused. “I don’t get it. You said you don’t believe in God, but
your behaviour doesn’t support what you’re saying at all.”

Sasha smiled. “I never said I don’t believe
in God. I said I don’t approve of religion and its representation
of God. Look at it in this way: I don’t approve of the story in the
Bible, but both Jesus and I support the same ‘football team.’”

John’s face lit up.

Daniel was also excited to be in this sacred
place. He walked right beside the priest to his left side. “Father,
why is it that the arm of St. John happens to be here?”

Aleksandra walked on the priest’s right and
listened to what Porfirije had to say.

“Our monastery is special not only for
the arm of St. John, but also for the piece of the cross on which
Jesus was crucified at Golgotha.” They entered the building with
thick white limestone walls carved by hands of the Crnojevic family
in the twelfth century. The strong scent of incense and burning
sandal was present in the air. The temperature inside was always
around 18 degrees, whether it was summer or winter.

Daniel’s pupils widened as they walked deeper
inside the museum and closer to the relics. “I didn’t know that the
piece of Christ’s cross was here as well.”

Father Porfirije nodded as they walked along
the corridor. It was becoming darker as they moved further inside
away from the small, narrow windows. The candlelight showed them
the path. The flickering on the priest’s face made his sunken
cheeks look even more ascetic as shadows and light danced through
the room.

Daniel continued, “Weren’t the arm, the piece
of the cross, and the icon of Our Lady of Philerme the property of
the Order of Templars?”

The priest slowly combed his long, black
beard with his manicured fingers as he calmly looked in front
towards the glass cupboard that held the arm. “The arm of St. John
first belongs to God and then to St. John himself. It was never the
property of anyone else. The same goes for the cross and the
icon.”

Daniel was persistent. “But it belonged to
the Order for centuries. It should be returned.”

Aleksandra listened to the conversation in
amusement.

Father Porfirije smiled and said, “The Order
was the protector of the relics, and when it could not protect them
any longer, they bequeathed the Russian emperor to protect the
relics.”

Daniel was not giving up. “But he was the
Grand Master of the Order.”

“You’re right. But since the October
Revolution, in order to save the relics from the Communists, they
were sent to Copenhagen to the mother of the emperor and then to
Berlin to the Russian Orthodox Church before they were bequeathed
to the Serbian royal family.”

Daniel’s face still expressed unhappiness.
Father Porfirije saw it and said, “It doesn’t matter who the
protector is. The most important thing is that the relics are safe.
Who knows, considering the current political affairs in Montenegro
and its government’s intentions to usurp the Serbian Orthodox
Church, the relics might not be safe in this country any longer and
might find a new home and new protectors.”

The whole group was now standing around the
glass cupboard admiring the arm. The yellow spotlights positioned
above the cupboard illuminated the relic, making the arm of St.
John appear to be radiating with holy energy.

Aleksandra turned to the priest and said,
“Father, you said the relics have been bequeathed to the Serbian
royal family. How come they’re here in this monastery and not
somewhere in Serbia?”

“They first arrived in Serbia to
Sremski Karlovci before they were housed in the king’s residency’s
private chapel in Belgrade. All three stayed there until the German
bombing of Belgrade at the start of World War II. In order to
protect the relics from Nazis, they were transferred to the Ostrog
Monastery in Montenegro. They stayed hidden until the mid-fifties
before the new Communist government found out about them. The
secret police put them in a safe for some time before they were
returned to the Serbian Orthodox Church and placed here in this
monastery.”

Daniel’s eyes were searching for something
around the room. A few meters to the right of St. John’s arm was a
pedestal holding a dark piece of wood. Two thousand years of aging,
its journey from Jerusalem via Rhodes, Malta, and Russia to Serbia
and finally to Montenegro, changed the colour of the piece of the
cross that was made from the tree of life whose seed grew in Eden.
Daniel was blissfully in awe and could feel the sharp smell of
Jesus’ blood and sweat in his nostrils. “I see the arm and the
piece of cross, but where’s the icon?”

“It’s in another museum here in
Cetinje.”

Aleksandra added, “But more importantly,
where’s the book?”

Father Porfirije looked puzzled. “What
book?”

Disappointment spread across their faces. It
seemed they had come to a dead end. John felt the energy emptying
from his chest that had been filled with anticipation but would not
even think of giving up. Is it possible that he doesn’t
know? “The most sacred and secret book?”

The priest replied, “The most sacred book is
the Bible, but it’s not secret at all.”

Aleksandra came closer to the priest and
looked him in the eye. “Father, have you ever heard of The Book
of Death?”

“You mean the famous Egyptian Book
of Dead?”

She turned and glanced both at Sasha and then
at John. He doesn’t know. She turned to the priest again.
“Who kept the relics at the Ostrog Monastery?”

“Father Jeronim. He’s in his nineties
and still lives in Ostrog.”

John shrugged his shoulders. “Let’s go to
Ostrog then!”

Before the group left Cetinje Monastery,
Sasha crossed the rope boundary surrounding the pedestal and kissed
the cross of Jesus Christ. John looked at him and shook his
head. I don’t get this guy at all.

Daniel and Nikola decided to stay in Cetinje
and see the icon of Our Lady of Philerme. Besides, with Nikola’s
driving, they would be able to catch up with Aleksandra, John, and
Sasha in no time.

Soon after leaving the old capital, the Range
Rover was at two thousand meters above sea level. The temperature
was below zero as they entered the snowy heights, and the heating
in the car was set to full power as a sudden blizzard forced them
to slow down. The wipers creaked frantically, trying to wash away
the snow patches sticking relentlessly to the windscreen. The road
ahead was slowly being covered by the new layers of pure, virgin
white snow.

For a while, the Range Rover was leaving the
only trail on the road as it crossed the mountain and started its
slow descent. The snow blanket became thinner and then disappeared
altogether. The weather quickly switched from winter to spring
again as they entered the canyon of the Moraca River. The water
levels intumesced from the melting snow leaking down from the
mountains, creating the threat of road flooding. Luckily, after
following the road up north for a short while, the canyon widened
into the valley before Ostrog Monastery appeared on the horizon. It
loomed up on the other side, high up in the rocky mountain. The
monastery looked as if it had been carved into the high cliff by
God’s hand. Magical and mysterious, it was usually hidden by mist
and clouds, but not today. Today it was blissfully clear, as if God
was pointing the way. Its white limestone facade glimmered on this
beautiful sunny day, showing the path forward like a lighthouse on
a moonless night at sea.

The car approached the foot of the mountain
and started its way up, swirling a narrow snaky road. The contours
of the Serbian Orthodox Christian shrine came to life. The white
walls of the Upper Monastery were built in such a way that they
perfectly fitted the gap within the rocky cliff. As they came
closer to the Lower Monastery, they could see pilgrims walking up a
steep footpath with steps made of boulders that the flood once
threw out from the riverbed. Sign of an early spring showed in the
grass peeking out from between the boulders.

Sasha turned off the engine and got out of
the car on the small car park next to the monastery. He went
straight to the old stone fountain next to the steps leading up
into the holy ground. He washed his face and drank up a lot of
water. Aleksandra was right behind him and did the same. John just
gazed at the scenery, enjoying the view and the warmth of the sun
on his face.

Aleksandra interrupted him when she touched
his face with her cold, wet hand. The water was freezing, and the
touch sent the chills down John’s spine. “Come on John, drink!”

“I’m not thirsty.”

Aleksandra kissed his lips, and he felt the
warmth again. “This is miraculous water. It will refresh your soul
and clear your mind.”

John shook his head. “This morning, both of
you were totally against religion, and now you’re telling me that
water in some monastery is holy.”

Sasha said, “You would be amazed what prayers
and beautiful music can do to water. It can drastically improve its
quality—and there’s a lot of praying around here. Anyway, let’s
find Father Jeronim. We don’t have much time.”

As they walked along the outside wall of the
monastery, the scent of incense interwoven with the sounds of
priests chanting whirled around them, and the view of the
surrounding valley and mountains was breathtaking. The green valley
slowly descended the slow slope, spreading from both sides of the
wild, dark river that raged all the way to the sea. The climate was
already warm enough for first primroses, snowdrop burgeons, violets
and lilacs to scatter their smiles, spread the attar, and change
the colour of the valley from dead to alive. On the other hand, the
mountains across the valley were stubbornly still, defying the wind
and not minding the snow coat freezing their souls. It was the
perfect spot to observe the merging point of feminine valley and
masculine mountains. This eternal and mystical symbiosis gave life
to the wild water that both separated and merged them, full of life
and yet deadly. The holy builders had chosen the spot not without
reason; it was chosen to always remind its dwellers of humility and
higher meaning.

Before they left Cetinje Monastery, Father
Porfirije had called to see if Father Jeronim would be available to
meet them. They were expected, and so a young priest showed them to
the part of the monastery that was usually not open to the public.
In the small room, the sunlight from the small window tinged the
silhouette of the old man sitting and holding his wooden stick. His
long, white beard was sitting in his lap, and a thick, gold chain
with a big golden cross hung down over his black robe, peeking out
from behind his beardforcing the old man tobend as if his age was
not enough of a burden for his fragile back. His eyes smiled at
them with a warm sincere welcome even as a tear wiggled on the edge
of his old, wrinkled eyelid. “God bless you, my children. Please
have a seat.”

The three guests sat down on old wooden
chairs opposite the priest. It was obvious that the chairs were
brought in especially for them, as the small room was packed with
four people in it. Luckily, apart from the icon of St. Vasilije
Ostroski that hanged on the freshly painted white wall above the
priest’s head, the room was empty.

Sasha made introductions quickly, and then
Aleksandra spoke in Serbian. “Father Jeronim, thank you for letting
us take some of your time.”

He slowly looked at each of them. “My
children, please tell me, how can this humble servant of God help
you?”

Aleksandra was encouraged to continue. “You
were the keeper of the arm of St. John, the piece of Christ’s
cross, and the icon of Our Lady of Philerme during World War II?”
As John could not understand a word, he concentrated on the
thoughts of all present in the room.

The old man nodded with his tiny head as his
weak eyes gazed somewhere in the past. “Oh, yes. I kept them safe
for years after the war as well.” His arm was shaking as his index
finger shyly pointed up. “My children ... remember: whatever you
do, you should always live a life of clear conscience. Do you live
such a life?”

Aleksandra continued with a smile, “Yes,
father, we are, and we will continue to do so. We wanted to ask you
something else.”

The old priest continued as if he hadn’t
heard the second part of what Aleksandra said. “That’s good, that’s
good—but do you live by real Christian ways? There aren’t many
people in the world that live the Christian way. Western
civilisation calls itself Christian, but its people live the
opposite. The society forgot its core values. There are very few
people left with good morals and not spoilt by the consumer,
materialistic thinking.”

Aleksandra was trying to get to the point.
“Yes. Isn’t that a pity? We wanted to ask you about the times when
the relics were here with you.”

The tear that played on the old man’s eyelid
since they entered the room slipped and glided down the old cheek.
Old priest ignored her question and continued where he had left
off. “The last time our society was so decadent, God sent us the
Turkish armies to punish us. They didn’t come to teach us anything
but to punish us for our wrongdoings and our distancing from God.
Who better for the task than the people who, at that time, five
hundred years ago, were closest to the Father? They were the ones
who believed the most. It looks like the time is coming when God
will release his whip again.”

Sasha could not help but let a smile pass
over his face. “That’s an interesting theory. Considering the
current world’s politics, we could use a sweeping from God. A lot
of dirt has accumulated in important places. But Father Jeronim, we
wanted to ask you if you have been in possession of one very
important book that came with the relics.”

The old priest’s eyes sparkled. “I know.
You’re looking for The Book of Death. That’s why I’m asking
you if you live your life with a clear conscience.”

Aleksandra and John straightened up in their
uncomfortable chairs. Aleksandra was first to reply. “Yes, father!
We’re looking for The Book of Death. Is it here?”

Father Jeronim’s hands were shaking as he
held to the stick. “My child, I heard the legend about this book a
very long time ago, but I don’t think it ever existed. I was asked
the same question by the secret police many years ago when they
came to take the relics away. They beat me up, but I had nothing to
tell them.”

The silence, bowed heads, and pale faces
revealed nothing less than total disappointment. It was the
cul-de-sac. The three briefly thanked the priest, but before they
left the room, Father Jeronim spoke again. “If you have a clear
conscience, you don’t need the book to lead you in life.”

They walked in silence, dragging heavy legs
and tired shoulders as their energy drained with the last words
echoing in their heads. As they passed by the fountain, John looked
at the cold spring water and remembered what Sasha and Aleksandra
had said about it. Why not? He rolled his sleeves up, dipped
his arms up to the elbows, and dropped his face under the spray of
cold mountain water. As he gulped down the miracle water, he
started to feel the energy sizzle back through his veins. He didn’t
stop until he felt fully powered up. When he lifted his head, he
saw both Aleksandra and Sasha drinking too. Maybe he’s right.
Maybe we don’t need the book.

A few minutes later, the Range Rover made its
way down the mountain, the three of them stayed deep in thought.
Sasha broke the silence after a while.

“They’re coming now …”

Aleksandra said, “Who’s coming? Nikola and
Daniel?”

“The bad guys are here … I saw it even
before you arrived. We’re going to get captured, but it’s for the
best.”

Aleksandra shook her head and looked at him
in disbelief. “What? You’re joking, right? How can being captured
be the best? Why didn’t you tell us and give us a chance to
decide?”

“I could have told you and we could
have altered the events, but this is our destiny. We could have
played with the future and done things that if looked at from our
angle at the time, would seem the only right thing to do, but
there’s always a bigger picture.”

Aleksandra felt betrayed and disappointed. “A
bigger picture? Sasha, if you really saw the events that brought us
here to Montenegro, you would know that if they catch us, they’ll
get The Book of Life. If you really understood what that
means, you would know that the world would become a much darker
place. How does that fit into ‘The Big Picture?’” Aleksandra barely
concealed her sarcasm.

“Aleksandra, I don’t have to remind you
about all the sequences of events that brought you here. There must
have been a reason for it, and you know that.

“Also remember,” continued Sasha, “that
I’m the one who can see the future, and I had the time to consider
different options. Trust your friend. This really is for the best.
Sometimes, you have to choose the better out of a few bad
choices.”

Aleksandra felt uncertain about it all.
“Sasha, if you saw the future, do you know where The Book of
Death is?”

“What you’re looking for here, you will
not find. The other book you’re seeking is not in
Montenegro.”

The information came as a shock to
Aleksandra. “But how can you be so sure that the book isn’t
here?”

“I just can’t see it here. Actually, I
can’t see it at all. It’s as if it doesn’t exist.”

“If you knew that,” John said, furious
now, “why did you let us come all the way here for
nothing?”

Sasha remained calm. “Because it’s not for
nothing! You’re fulfilling your destiny.”

John couldn’t take it any longer. “Cut the
crap with the destiny! Let’s input some reason in here. This is not
some bullshit game we’re playing—our lives are at stake. If
Olsen and company catch us, who knows what they’ll do to us? We’re
like lab rats to them.”

Sasha smiled at him. “It’s not Olsen who’s
after you. You lost him in Egypt.”

John looked puzzled. “What? Who is it
then?”

Aleksandra’s mind was still on The Book of
Death. What Sasha told her was totally unexpected. “That’s
impossible,” Aleksandra protested. “I know the second book exists!
Maybe it’s hidden in another dimension so it can’t be traced.”

Aleksandra’s comment intrigued Sasha, so John
didn’t get a reply. “What do you mean?” Sasha asked her.

“There are certain techniques that
allow you to change frequencies of things. For example, I could
change the way my body vibrates, and you wouldn’t be able to see me
or feel me because my frequency would have moved out of reach of
your perception. It’s similar to radio channels. You can tune in
and out.”

John was fuming. “I’m not listening to this
anymore. If he’s right and these guys are really waiting for us, we
don’t have time for explanations right now. Let’s go pick up Daniel
and Nikola, and we’ll find somebody else to help us.”

Sasha was very calm now. “I’m sorry, John.
It’s too late for that.”

Suddenly, both Aleksandra and John realised
why.

“Shit!” John yelled.

Three seconds later, a military helicopter
appeared from behind the rocky hill in front of them. It was armed
with an anti-aircraft gun that pointed right at their car. The
voice through the loudspeaker issued the warning. “You are
surrounded! Stop the car and stay in the vehicle! Put your arms in
front of you where we can see them!”

Sasha slowed down to a stop, as a number of
black, unmarked cars suddenly appeared both in front and behind
them cutting the road off. Aleksandra looked at The Book of
Life in her lap with sadness. Is this the end? No, it can’t
be!

John pulled a paperclip from his pocket and
put it in his mouth. Might come in handy later. I don’t like
this at all. After all we’ve been through…

 








CHAPTER 46 - FLORENCE, ROMAN REPUBLIC –
JUNE, AD 1798

 


It was a late Sunday
morning. The service at church was over and many monks were
involved in their usual activities. The horseman was riding slowly
up the hill towards the austere, fortress-like Carthusian
Monastery. The sun was already high up and burning the rider
through a dark brown monk’s gown. Ercole Consalvi felt relief as he
entered the shadows of the cypress woods that grew on both sides of the path leading to the top and
the only entrance into the monastery. From there, the view of
Florence was astonishing. The River Arno with its bridges and the
Palazzo Vecchio were just two of the breathtaking landmarks. But
this beauty did not draw Ercole Consalvi’s attention. He was
overwhelmed with concerns. These were not the best times, as things
had not been going well for almost twenty years now.

Everything started with the German,
Febronius, and his ideas of an independent Gallican church. Since
then, everything had gone downhill. The Austrian emperor, Joseph
II, and his minister, Kaunitz, and their social and ecclesiastical
reforms encouraged others to do the same. The supremacy of Rome and
the papal leadership had been badly shaken. But still, it was
nothing compared to the French Revolution and the confiscation of
the Church’s possessions in France. Then came Napoleon, who
conquered their territories. Rome and the Vatican fell, and they
had been taken prisoners. Ercole Consalvi wondered if this was the
end of the Church as he knew it. It seemed to him that the unholy
now possessed Europe. God help us! he thought with
despair.

A tear glided from his left eye down his
cheek. They even imprisoned our Holy See. I’m so happy that we
will meet again today after five months of separation. I hope His
Holiness is coping well. As he reached the gates, French
soldiers stopped Ercole. It was unusual to see soldiers in the
monastery, but this fortress-like building was also the detention
place of Pope Pius VI. After refusing to give up his authority, the
pope was taken prisoner and transferred from the Vatican to Siena
and then to Florence.

“My name is Ercole Consalvi,” he said
to the soldiers at the gate, “and I am here to see His Holiness
Pius VI. Here is my permission from the Neapolitan government.” He
handed the roll of paper to the nearest soldier, who passed it to
his captain. After a quick look at the document, Ercole was
escorted to the main building and through the maze of corridors
until he eventually arrived at the private chambers of the pontiff.
Ercole was excited and nervous. The guards opened the double doors,
and there was an old man dressed in a red robe sitting in an old
wooden chair. Ercole dropped to his knees where he
stood.

“Your Holiness, I am so happy to see
you.”

The man in the red robe forced a smile when
he saw Ercole. “Is that my assessor of military commission? Is that
you, Ercole, my dear friend?”

“Yes, it’s me, Your
Holiness!”

“Please, Ercole, come over here. Come
closer.”

Ercole quickly got up, went closer, and
kissed the pontiff’s ring. Even when seated, Pope Pius VI seemed a
very tall man. He turned to the guards with a smile. “Please, could
you leave us here alone for a while?” The guards silently obeyed,
locking the doors behind them.

“My dear Ercole, where have you been?
What have they done to you since the arrest?”

“After they arrested me in Rome, I was
imprisoned in the fortress of Sant’Angelo but didn’t stay there
long. They were going to send me to Cayenne in French Guiana, and I
was in the port of Civitavecchia. I don’t know why, but they
changed their minds and brought me back to the castle of
Sant’Angelo and then sent me to Terracina. They kept me there for a
while and then released me. I was allowed to stay in Naples, but I
couldn’t bear staying there knowing that you, Your Holiness, were
still imprisoned. I asked for permission to come and stay near you.
How do they treat you here?”

“They treat me well, but all those
years are taking their toll and I feel that I am getting tired and
don’t feel very well anymore.” The pope glanced around. He
signalled with his hand for Ercole to come even closer and then
whispered. “But when I saw you a few moments ago, I knew that my
prayers were answered. Something very important happened and I need
help. I prayed to God, and who better than you could have come to
help me at this moment?”

Ercole didn’t blink or move. He just listened
carefully. The pontiff glanced around one more time and then
continued. “Napoleon might have occupied Rome and made us
prisoners, but he also created an opportunity for us to get hold of
The Book of Death.”

“The Book of Death? I thought it
was only a legend.”

“No, no, no. It is real, and we have a
chance to seize it now.”

“Where is it?”

“It is one of the best kept Templar
secrets, and it was hidden somewhere in Malta. But since Napoleon
conquered Malta two weeks ago, the Templar Grand Master is on the
move. He arrived in Trieste a few days ago and we should act as
soon as possible to get the book before they find a new hiding
place.”

“Your Holiness, you can count on
me.”

“Good. Go to Trieste tonight. Take a
few skilful trusted men with you, but be careful. They should not
know what the package is. They should never find out about the
book. Steal the book from the Grand Master.”

“What shall I do with it when I gain
its possession? Shall I bring it to you, Your Holiness?”

“No, no! It is far too dangerous! If
the French get hold of it, Christianity is doomed. The situation
that came upon our Holy Catholic Church today is not a bright one,
but it is something that is temporary and will not last long. But
if The Book of Death falls into the wrong hands, it will
definitely finish us off.”

“But what shall I do with
it?”

The pontiff thought for a few minutes. The
lines on his face tensed, and his wrinkles stretched. A difficult
decision was to be made. The book cannot be allowed to surface.
I cannot imagine what its knowledge would do to the Church’s
doctrine and teachings. Beliefs of people will shift dramatically …
as if what’s happening to the Church now is not enough. We are
losing the grip on the aristocracy and political influence, but
with the book in the open, we would lose not only control of the
masses, but the entire religion. We cannot risk the future of the
church.

The decision was made and the pontiff spoke
with authority. “Burn it! Destroy it!”

 



CHAPTER 47 - ANTARCTICA, SECRET MILITARY
BASE

 


The steel elevator had been descending
silently for the past three minutes. David unzipped his gorotex
polar jacket. The breathing and body temperatures of the three
people inside the elevator were heating it up and making it humid.
After David’s private plane had arrived, General Rainer and Victor
Lopez welcomed him. The general was a fifty-year-old descendant of
German Nazis who had found a safe haven in South America. David
assigned him to the base after he’d proved himself in Chile,
Guatemala, and Nicaragua. He was ruthless, disciplined,
intelligent, and obedient. He was just the man for a job of this
size and importance and was the person in charge of the base. On
the other hand, Victor, the Russian-Chilean, was a completely
different personality. His parents were hardcore Communists that
were forced to leave Chile after Salvador Allende was overthrown
and killed by Augusto Pinoche. General Rainer probably played an
important role in that. After escaping from Santiago, Victor grew
up in Moscow where he graduated in physics at Lomonosov Moscow
State University. Since he was the best student of his generation
and from such a high profile family, he was contracted by the
Soviet military to work at their secret testing ground in Obolensk,
near Moscow. He was the expert on modern physics and the project
leader.

Finally, David broke the uncomfortable
silence. “Rainer, tell me, have you spoken to our new guests?”

“They only arrived a few hours earlier
and were still drugged and unconscious. Considering how dangerous
they are, we had to take necessary precautions,” Rainer
replied.

Excellent! The less you know, the
better. “Very well, security above all,” David said, and then
turned his attention to Victor. “Is everything going as
instructed?”

“The equipment has been prepared and
tested. The final checks are just being made. It will be ready in
about one hour,” Victor replied.

“Excellent!”

The elevator slowed down to a stop. A pinging
sound preceded the opening of the doors. They entered a hallway
situated under a three-kilometre-thick ice bed.

David was anxious. “Okay, let’s pay a visit
to our newly arrived guests.”

General Rainer nodded. “Please, follow me.
They’re in the vault room.”

 








CHAPTER 48 - ANTARCTICA, SECRET MILITARY
BASE

 


John was slowly coming to his senses. What
woke him was the pain on the inside of his right upper lip. With a
struggle he managed to open his eyes. Everything around him was
turning and changing shape; he couldn’t make out where he was.

What happened? The light hurt his
eyes, but he slowly started to make out the shapes around him. The
room seemed to be plated with metal; the light reflected off the
metallic walls, floor, and ceiling. It was as if somebody had put
him in a big, stainless steel box.

This doesn’t make any sense. He was in
bed, but not alone in the room. Two other beds on his right were
occupied. He was trying to remember what had happened. He
eventually recalled that he’d put a paperclip in his mouth, which
is what was hurting his lip now.

The drug they’d given him was still
effective, but his senses were returning slowly and steadily. He
tried to move his arms and get up, but there was no response. He
tried to move his legs. No response again. Am I paralysed?
He tried concentrating hard, but the only thing he felt was
something gripping his wrists and ankles. He realised he was
strapped to the bed. Both legs, both arms, and his chest were
fastened with leather straps. The locks on the straps were simple
and easy to pick, but from this position there was no way he could
reach them. The pain in his lip forced him to remember: The car…
the helicopter… Montenegro… Sasha… Aleksandra!

He panicked, and the adrenaline rushed
through his body. Everything was suddenly clear to him. He did not
feel the pain in his mouth anymore. Where is she?

He turned his head to the right and met her
gaze. I’m here, John.

Thank God you’re okay. We have to think fast
and get out of here. I’ve got the paperclip in my mouth. I think I
can manage to unlock us.

A whisper came from the third bed. Sasha’s
voice was breaking up since he had just awoke from the long drugged
sleep. “Save it for later.”

John looked at Sasha. “Save what? I don’t
need any more of your advice. You’re responsible—”

Before he was able to finish, Sasha
interrupted him. “The paperclip in your mouth. They’re coming.”

It puzzled John. “How did you know? Can you
read thoughts too?”

“No, but I can see the multiple paths
of the future … trust me, I’m choosing the best one. Keep it low
for now, and we’ll talk later.”

“You said ‘they’re coming.’ Who’s
coming?”

“Quiet! We’ll talk later.”
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David, Victor, and Rainer briskly walked
through the corridors encountering men here and there in either
military uniforms or white coats. After a few minutes, they came to
the metal wall with the vault door. Victor placed his hand on the
screening pad, his eyes on the eye identifier, and whispered the
password. The recognition device detected and processed his
fingerprints, pupils, and voice. All three parameters had to be
checked simultaneously for the doors to unlock. A few moments
later, the vault slowly opened up.

David turned to Victor. “The room is
secured?”

“Absolutely! Sound proof, radiation
proof, explosive projectile resistant. The walls are made of
one-metre thick lead reinforced with steel plates from each
side.”

“I meant if the room is safe to talk.
Can it be picked up by any eavesdropping device?”

“Considering its geographical location,
its three-kilometre thick ice cover and structure, I can
confidently say that it’s the safest room in the world.”

“Good. I’m going inside alone. Close
the door behind me, and then open it in exactly ten
minutes.”

General Rainer was not happy about the
decision. “But, sir, if something happens, we won’t be able to help
you. As Victor said, it’s soundproof and absolutely safe from
outside intrusion. We won’t know if something happens to you
inside.”

David was already stepping in when the
general finished speaking. He turned around and smiled at his
worried companions. “Somehow I doubt that I’ll need help with these
three inside, especially if they’re tied to their beds—unless you
doubt your own security?”

The general blushed instantly. “No, security
is 100 percent. I was just worried about leaving you alone. I
apologise.”

David shook his head. “Besides, if I was not
able to handle these three by myself, frankly, I don’t think you
two would be of any help at all.” He turned around and entered the
vault room. The round, thick metal door closed behind him, and he
heard the steel bars move into the locking position. Looking at the
beds in front of him, he saw that Sasha, Aleksandra, and John lay
still. His gaze moved to the metal table on his left side. There it
was: The Book of Life wrapped in the red silky cloth and
beside it the Sword of Agni. As the neon lights reflected off the
metal walls, floor, and ceiling, it bathed David’s face from all
angles; his face literally shone. He made no effort to hide his
amusement as he turned. “I never thought we would meet again,” he
said to Aleksandra.

Without any expression on her face,
Aleksandra replied. “Unfortunately, we have.”

David’s warm and satisfied look fell on Sasha
and stayed there for a while. Their eyes met briefly, but it seemed
that David gazed not at the clairvoyant but somewhere back in time.
“Well, that depends from whose point of view. For me, our meeting
is a blessing.” He slowly walked towards the metal table. “You led
me to The Book of Life.” He lifted the book to his chest,
hugged it with both hands, and kissed the red cloth. “I even
started to believe myself that it was just a forgotten legend.”
David paused as he walked from one bed to the other with the book
against his chest. He stopped in front of Aleksandra’s bed and
looked her straight in the eyes. “But then you came out of the blue
and made me reconsider some abandoned ideas.” His dragon gaze sent
chills down her spine. He continued, “You made me reconsider the
trip to The Book of Death.”

A spark of hope surged in Aleksandra. Ah,
so he doesn’t have it. This is great news! But what trip is he
talking about? “It’s comforting to know you don’t have The
Book of Death, but what do you mean by the trip?”

“All I can tell you is it’s in Italy.”
I’m going to get it before it gets destroyed by the Catholic
Church.

“Italy? So we practically passed it by
and didn’t even know it.” I have to make him think of the book
more. I have to find out what he knows.

David smiled. “Well, sort of.” Those
ignorant religious imbeciles are only concerned about not losing
their powers even if that means destroying the greatest knowledge
of all. They still think they have power. They don’t even realise
they’re also just puppets in the bigger game. But knowing their
reputation, it doesn’t surprise me that much.

Aleksandra was persistent. “I can see that
you’re not telling me everything.”

“You’re right.” I wish I could tell
you. It would be sweeter that way … I’m going to Italy, but not in
this time—I’m going to the eighteenth
century.

“Is great Nimrod now afraid of a little
girl tied up to her bed?” Eighteenth century? What’s he thinking
about? It can’t be! Come on! Give me some more!

David was amused. “It seems you’ve watched
too many Hollywood movies. I’m not going to tell you anything.”
If you only knew that The Book of Death was destroyed in Venice
in 1798.

Aleksandra gave him suspicious look.
Venice in 1798? “Okay, at least tell me where we are.”

“You never give up, do you?”

John and Sasha seemed to be listening
carefully without interrupting the conversation.

David continued, “Well, I can tell you that.
You’re in Antarctica in a secret facility.” …that has
successfully developed and tested the time travel machine. He
turned and looked towards Sasha. Unfortunately it only works for
the past, not for the future.

It came as a shock. The time machine!
Could that be possible? Aleksandra tried to hide her surprise
by asking another question. “I don’t get it. You kidnapped us,
drugged us, and brought us all the way to Antarctica. Why? You
could have just killed us when you got The Book of
Life.”

“Nefer-tem,” he said, “or shall I call
you Aleksandra? You are not insulting my intelligence, I suppose?
Why would I destroy such assets? Each one of you is unique in your
own way. I intend to study you and find what caused your skills and
gifts and learn how to trigger them intentionally. You’re too
precious to me, and I will not let anything happen to you … A few
painful experiments might be required, of course—but nothing
lethal.”

He smiled as his thoughts struggled to stay
unsaid. If you only knew how tempted I am to tell you
everything. You are my only worthy enemy and the only one who could
understand my grand plans. My victory would be greater if I could
share a complete picture with you. “Also, on a personal basis,
I had to see you again. I am nostalgic, and you remind me of some
good old times. I needed to face you and tell you that I will get
both books and that I will finally achieve what I intended to do a
long time ago. I want you to know what you did back then in Babylon
was only a setback, and everything you ever did was for nothing. I
needed you to see that I won. I have nobody better than you to
share my triumph with. You are the only person alive that knows the
story right from the beginning.”

We’ll see. It’s not over yet. She
stayed strong, and her face did not show any sign of despair.

John interrupted her thoughts. What
happened in Babylon?

I changed the architectural drawings of the
Babel Tower so it could never achieve sacred geometry. Also I stole
The Book of Death from him and hid it in the Temple of Nineveh. He
was left with no sacred knowledge. The tower was never finished,
and Nimrod couldn’t draw on its energy to win over the Egyptian
Army and conquer the known civilized world. He had to gain his
power and influence the hard and slow way throughout the centuries
to come. I didn’t know he would live for so long. Otherwise I would
have done things differently.

To David, the silence that filled the room
sounded like submission. Aleksandra broke it by saying, “So, it
seems that you’re winning. Since we’ll never leave this facility, I
hope you can satisfy my curiosity and tell me, how did the book end
up in Italy?”

David seemed amused and was enjoying his
dominance. “You put it so nicely that I am very tempted, but I’ve
already told you too much.” … Four reasons for going to Venice …
in 1798 … The first: the only time I know exactly where The Book of
Death was after I lost it … The second: it was not hidden and
heavily guarded … The third: going to the time just before it was
destroyed, I will not tamper with history up to that point …. The
fourth: I will only have to re-live the last 200 years … If back to
the time of Babylon … I wouldn’t make it to this point in time
again …

Another spark of hope appeared in
Aleksandra’s eyes. So, he’s saying that when he goes back in
time, he won’t be able to come back. Of course, there’s no time
machine in the eighteenth century. She gazed away. If he
only knew the limitless power and knowledge those books
hold.

All this time, Sasha was lying on his back
without much interest in the conversation. It was as if he was
watching a movie he had already seen five times and was only
occasionally paying attention to see to which point the movie had
progressed. He had seen it all before.

The sound of iron bars unlocking the vault
stopped the conversation. The ten minutes was up. “Well, it’s time.
It was a real pleasure to see you again, Nefer-tem. I hate to leave
you here like this, but I have the trip to attend to. You will soon
be escorted to another level where you will have more fun with our
scientists. Hope to see you again.”

Victor and the general stood outside the
vault waiting. Nimrod left the room with The Book of Life
wrapped in the red silk, and the door locked behind him.

“Let’s go to the gallery!” Victor
nodded and led the way through the maze of corridors.
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On the other side of the vaulted door, Sasha
said, “John, do it now! You have three minutes before they come to
pick us up!”

John frantically started to work his tongue
around the paperclip. He moved it to the tip of his tongue, ready
to spit it forward. If I can get it on my belly, I can slide it
towards my hand. The blood rushed in his head. He could hear
thumping in his temples. There was not much time for this
manoeuvre, and he started to panic. Relax, John! You only have
one shot at this. No room for error here. No second chance.

Aleksandra felt helpless. She could only look
at him at hope. That’s right! Take your time to concentrate. You
can do it, John!

Sasha was the one who looked as if he didn’t
care. He had seen this before too—so no excitement for him. John
took a deep breath and exhaled. The paperclip flew through the air.
Time seemed to have almost slowed to a stop. The paperclip landed
right at the bottom of his belly. John jerked his left hip a little
bit, and the clip jumped to the right and ended in the palm of his
right hand. Both Aleksandra and John felt relief, but he still had
to work the locks. The first one was going to be crucial. The
position was the most awkward. John could barely get to the lock as
it was positioned very near his wrist. He bended and stretched his
wrist as far as he could. The pain was so great that he thought his
ligaments were about to break. But he was more concerned with the
possibility that he might drop the paperclip. Aleksandra just
watched helplessly and hoped that he would succeed. Sasha wasn’t
even looking. John started to sweat, and after a very long minute,
they heard a “click.” The first lock was picked. He quickly worked
through the rest of the locks that had kept him fixed to the bed,
and one-and-a-half minutes later all three of them were free. It
was time for Sasha’s instructions again. “Right—they should be here
in thirty seconds—go back to your beds.”
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At the other side of the base, David, Victor,
and Rainer entered the Grand Gallery. It was a huge
500-square-metre, rounded chamber cut in the ice with
100-metre-high ceilings. A grandiose cyclotron ran along the walls
with powerful electrical inductors, generators, and magnets towards
the 45-metre-high platform in the middle and the small cabin in the
centre of it. David admired the view. He did not come down here
very often, but every time he did, this place left an impression on
him. The ice walls were natural coolers that the sound and
radiation insulators needed.

I always remember this place … tropical
island of Atlantis … only 11,000 years ago … David gazed
into the distance as his memories washed over him. …I spent some
great years here … nobody even dreamt … such a catastrophe was
about to happen … the comet hit the Earth at the worst possible
place … the worst possible moment …nobody could have guessed then …
the impact just accelerated what was inevitable anyway …later we
found out that the ice caps were positioned lopsided to the Earth’s
axis … the impact happened exactly at the time of the tilt of the
axis cycle … what were the chances of these two things happening at
the same time?

A scientist approached the three men and
whispered something to Victor. David was still lost in his
memories. Luckily, I was in the Himalayas at the time … it was
unbelievable … the Earth’s crust broke free of the underlying
mantle … Atlantis moved 15 degrees to the south … it happened
within hours … I felt the earthquakes on the other side of the
planet …ashes from volcanoes covered the sky … life was completely
destroyed on the island … the Earth’s climate changed overnight …
just a few months later, the tropical island of Atlantis was
covered with thick ice … over the years, the ice layer grew … and
here we are now …

David was yanked from his daydreaming. “Sir,
everything is ready.”

“Okay, let’s do it!”
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The vault door clicked opened again. Three
men in medical white coats entered the room followed by two
military guards. The three people in the beds seemed to be asleep.
The guards, armed with Heckler & Koch handguns strapped in the
holsters on their thighs, waited for the white coats to inject the
captives with tranquilisers, unlock the wheels on the beds, and
escort them to Level 17. One of the doctors placed the bag with the
medical kit on the stainless steel table, opened it, and just when
he reached for one of the tranquilisers, his pupils widened in
fear.

“Shit! Where’s the sword?”

At that moment, the three prisoners opened
their eyes and jumped from their beds. Sasha attacked the doctor at
the table—grabbed him by the arm holding the injection and forced
him to stab himself in the neck. Tranquiliser fluid rushed into the
doctor’s artery and straight to his brain. He lost consciousness
immediately and spilled like water onto the cold steel floor.

Aleksandra swung the Sword of Agni still in
its scabbard straight at the head of the doctor in front of her
bed. As the man in the white coat fell down in pain, the guard
behind him unbuttoned the holster and pulled his pistol out. He was
out of Aleksandra’s reach, so she swung the sword in his direction
as fast and hard as she could, but stopped the movement in the
middle so that the sword stayed pointing towards the guard’s head.
The jerk released the scabbard that flew like an arrow into the
surprised guard’s face. The bone-cracking noise followed the thud
as he fell on the floor. Sasha was right there injecting him to
sleep.

John hit the third white coat near his bed
with both his palms in the chest. The man lost his breath and flew
through the air backwards, slamming into the second guard. The
guard fell on the floor. As he tried to get up, he was unbuttoning
the holster on his gun. By the time he stood up, John kicked him in
the chest before the man had a chance to aim at somebody. As he
fell again to the cold floor, Sasha was right next to him with the
tranquiliser. Everything was over in a matter of seconds.

Sasha must have seen it all before in his
visions, but he looked impressed by the speed and performance of
his companions. Aleksandra and John were already changing their
clothes. John was putting on a military uniform while Aleksandra
jumped into a white medical coat. Sasha quickly joined them. He put
on a military uniform and strapped the holster with the handgun to
his right leg. John had done the same. In no time they were walking
down the corridor pushing the bed on wheels in front of them. The
guy in the bed was strapped and drugged. Beside him and under the
sheets lay the Sword of Agni. The others were safely locked in the
vault room. Sasha gazed somewhere unfocused as if he was
daydreaming.

“This way - to the right. We don’t have
much time!”

John had his doubts. “Sasha, we have to stop
Nimrod. We can’t allow him to use the time machine and get The
Book of Death.”

“First things first! We can’t stop him.
It’s already too late, but …,” he looked at Aleksandra, “…
Aleksandra can go after him.”

“You mean back to the eighteenth
century?” asked John in a concerned voice. “I’ll go with
her!”

“No, John! You have to help me destroy
the time machine after she’s gone.”

John and Aleksandra looked at each other.
This meant eternal separation. The pain in their hearts was tearing
them apart, and they both could feel the pain of the other. It was
unbearable. They knew there was no alternative, but would they ever
see each other again? They walked briskly and silently, using their
telepathy to comfort each other.

John, I’ve done it before, and I’ll do it
again. If I succeed I’ll hide both books in the secret chamber in
Cheops Pyramid.

John nodded his head. That’s a good idea.
It proved to be a safe place for The Book of Life all these years,
and I know how to find them. But what about us?

She dropped her sight to the ground, visibly
sad as they were passing the door guarded by two soldiers.

Suddenly Sasha stopped and glanced at John.
“Could you please let me in?” he asked John, as he pointed at the
door smiling. The two soldiers looked confused.

“With pleasure!” A short, sharp kick in
the groin dropped the soldier on the right. At the same time,
Aleksandra swung her elbow, which landed on the other soldier’s
chin, and followed it with a knee kick in the chest. Both John and
Aleksandra released all their anger and sorrow in the kicks and
punches. The second soldier fell on the ground. Sasha quickly
searched one soldier, and in a few seconds drew out the card key.
He swiped it at the door, and it unlocked. Then he grabbed one of
the soldiers and pulled him inside. John followed him in with the
other one. Aleksandra stayed at the door in case somebody
came.
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